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Part one 


Author's Notes: 
Never happened, don\'t sue. 


David was always rather keen on pushing limits, whether it be musically or how long he could go without 
washing his hair until someone finally complained. Some were more amusing to push than others and his new 
lover was no exception. He considered it a little personal victory whenever he'd talked immovable Roger into 
expanding his sexual palate just a bit. And Christ, you'd think that he'd been raised in a monastery before 
David got to him; for all he packed in his trousers, he was practically oblivious to or uninterested in all but the 
most basic of positions and acts. Progress was being made, however. Just the other day, Roger consented to a 
bit of riding (despite the fact that he insisted it was "for girls") And on their way out in the car a week 
before, Roger had been kind enough to lean over and pleasure the driver. Finally there had been a repeat 
performance of their Tokyo subway activities on the Tube. Both seemed to get a bit of a thrill out of their 


frottagey activities, particularly unobserved as they were among the car's chattering passengers. 


The best part about all of this was that it appeared that Roger had gotten rather a swollen head over it. The 
bassist had begun to think of himself as rather worldly now that he had these new practices to add to his 


ever-expanding "repertoire of deviance" as he called it. David thought he wouldn't know deviance if it came up 
and bit him in the ass. And this was the subject of their drunken argument late one Sunday night. Roger was 
insisting that he was just as knowledgeable about certain activities as was David. And just as willing to 


participate, mind you. 


"| don't suppose you've ever tried slavery." David knew he'd hit upon something here and smirked. Roger's 


manner hadn't chance and to the contrary, he simply smirked back at David. 

"What? Do you mean like that ‘slave for a day’ nonsense that children do when they lose a game?" 
"Something like that." 

"Do | wash your dirty clothes for you then?" 

"That's part of it.” 

"Sounds fascinating..and why would you even bother bringing this up?" 


"Because, Rog, | don't think you could handle it" Roger went stony-faced for the first time since their 
conversation had begun. Couldnt handle it? 


"What do you mean | couldn't handle it? What absolute shit! Of course | could!" 


"Well, it's just that..most people couldn't handle it. And with the sort of person you are, | just really can't see 


you lasting very long..." 
"Rubbish. I'll do it. I'll do it for a fucking week" 
"Would you swear to that?" 


‘Of course. | mean, how difficult could it be to do your laundry?" He cracked a smile and was about to make an 


easy joke before David shushed him. 
"Right then; a week starting tomorrow. Shall we shake on it?" 
"Lets." 


And thus the deal was sealed with a firm handshake. Roger was already gloating internally over his impending 
victory while David could only smile quietly over what his lover had unknowingly gotten himself into. He'd have 
felt a little sorry for him if he himself weren't so pleased with the arrangement. Roger was in rare form in 
bed later on that night, performing exactly the way you'd expect a man who felt himself superior would. David 
quite enjoyed himself anyway. Of course he'd have to say farewell to that pride-fueled performance come 


tomorrow morning..ah well. It would be well worth it anyway. Nothing like a humbled egomaniac. 


"Rog." David shook his bedmate by the shoulder. "Wake up." 


With an angry grunt, Roger swatted the offending hand away and pulled the covers tight about his shoulders. 
David persisted. 


"Its eight! 

"Yeah, and our plane doesn't leave until two-thirty’ 

"But Im hungry now" 

"Ard?" 

"And | want you to cook me breakfast! 

"Fuck off and make your own breakfast" was the muffled response. 


"Have you forgotten about our agreement?" With much annoyance, the memory of last night's conversation 


filtered back into Roger's consciousness. Damn it. He was comfortable! 

"| take it back" David scoffed. 

"Not even five minutes and already you're giving up..that's worse thon | expected 

‘I'm not giving up, | just think the whole thing is fucking silly.” 

"Then | suppose you lose." 

"We never said this was a game" There was an obvious hint of offense in Roger's tone. He absolutely hated to 
lose any type of game, regardless of how inane it was, regardless of whether it was even acknowledged as a 
game or not. 


"It basically is, isn't it? And you lost, Rog." 


"Right" He growled, unwrapping himself from his quilted cocoon and clambering to his feet. "I hope you're 
awfully satisfied with yourself for getting me up at this hour.." Glowering back at David, he pulled on his 


crumpled jeans and seethed with anger at the self-satisfied smirk the graced the guitarist's face. 
‘I'd like some sausages and two eggs, sunny side up." 
"Stuff your eggs... 


Roger prowled out of the room, leaving David to sink back against the mattress, big smile still plastered on his 
face. His mind raced with all the things he'd be asking - no, commanding that Roger would do for him. And not 
just this breakfast nonsense. They were both big boys and consequently this would be far from the children's 
game that Roger had naively imagined it to be. And David was confident about how uncomfortable he could 
make this, particularly as they were flying to Italy this afternoon to start work on a concert film. But he'd 
have to handle things a certain way. First of all, there would be no beating around the bush about announcing 
what he wanted this morning - he'd have to assume a commanding presence. He'd been in this position many 
times before and taking baby steps was usually the most effective approach with people, but that would get 
him nowhere with Roger. Then he'd take a trip down to the shops before they left, though he expected he'd 
probably be able to buy what he was looking for in Rome as well. Fantastic. 


He was greeted by the cheery expression he'd been expecting when he padded down to the kitchen a few 
minutes later. Roger all but threw the plate on the table then turned to walk to the cupboard and secure a 
box a cereal for himself. 


"What are you doing, Rog?" 


‘I'm making myself something to eat. Why? You're not satisfied with yours? Shall | add the salt for you, 


master” 

"Did | tell you could eat?" David toyed with his eggs, suppressing his amusement at how obviously unbelieving 
Roger's face had turned. Really and truly unbelieving, because he was under the impression that it was some 
sort of joke. Rolling his eyes, he opened the cupboard and pulled the box out, much to David's annoyance. 
"Roger, did you ask my permission?" The distinct lack of humor in his voice couldn't possibly be feigned. Roger 
cocked an eyebrow and stared back at him. 


"You're not serious." David didn't waver. "You're not actually serious?" 


‘Im deadly serious. Put the box back and maybe you can have some in a few minutes if you ask properly." 


Roger could only laugh and shake his head in disbelief. 
"This is my house!" 
"Actually it's my house this week. It's my food. That car out there? It's my car." 


"You're joking..this..none of this was part of the agreement" 


"| guess that we have differing opinions on what the agreement was, don't we? You agreed to be my slave - 
so | own you. Naturally all of your belongings would go to me too.” He pushed his plate aside and propped his 
arms on the table. "Now put the box back and sit down - there are a few things | have to explain to you." 


"| never agreed to any of this.” 


"That's just another way of saying you can't fucking handle it" Stung, the defense mechanism in Roger's head 
cranked into action and he blurted out the first thing that came to mind. 


"You couldn't handle it!" Oh God, that was childish..but David simply laughed knowingly. 
"You think so? Well, Roger old boy, | did handle if. And for much longer than you have to." 


But..but if David had done this before and Roger refused, he'd be one-upped! Oh, it was a difficult choice..which 
would be worse? To be so subordinate that he'd have to ask permission to so much as eat breakfast or to 
live with the knowledge that David had been able to do something that he couldn't? Granted, the guitarist 
would never let him forget either, but which was the lesser of two evils? To that end, he mustered the 
nastiest scowl in his repertoire and shoved the cereal back in the cupboard, slamming the door shut. The smug 
smile returned to David's face as he watched Roger pull the chair out across from him and slump down into it 
like a big child about to be reprimanded. 


"Rog?" 
"What?" he snapped. 


"Did | tell you to sit on the chair?" Roger, who had been staring hard at the table, suddenly raised his eyes in 
question over the seemingly contradictory request. "The chair is only for boys who earn it through good 


behavior..." 


"What the fuck is that supposed to mean? You want me on the floor” David nodded and gestured to the 
linoleum. Struggling with himself, Roger slowly climbed off the chair and lowered himself to the ground, 
instantly regretting his lack of upkeep around the kitchen. Oh, where was the fucking mop when he needed it? 


Part three 


"You know, | really think I'm going to enjoy this." David mused aloud. Roger harbored no doubts about that. He 
was practically radiating pride at the mere act of sitting at a higher level than him. "Right, here we go then. | 
expect you to remember all of this or there's going to be some consequences I'm sure you won't like very 


much at all." 


Roger was dying to ask if he'd be taken over his knee and spanked should he forget anything but was a bit 
wary about giving him any ideas. Besides, David probably had something worked out already that was equally if 
not more humiliating and/or painful. But then again, it was silly thinking any of these things about Dave, wasn't 
it? Well, not unless you knew him well..while Roger himself was a fairly outright bastard, David was much 
more of a snake in the grass, what with his mellow exterior. If you were a nice person then you'd only see 
that laid-back side but if you crossed him, my God, he could be terrible. In an underhanded way, mind you, but 


terrible nonetheless. This is why the two of them together were like water and oil. 


"First of all: you don't call me ‘Dave' or ‘David! anymore. From now on it's ‘sir’. Or..." He smiled in amusement. 


"Master, since you seemed to prefer it earlier." 


"Oh, no ‘King Gilmour’ then?" Roger rolled his eyes and tried to pretend that he was simply annoyed but the 
idea of a grown man referring to someone his junior as "sir" was just embarrassing. Anyway, ‘sir’ was bad 
enough but there wasn't a chance in hell that he'd sink to calling him ‘master. 


"Next: You won't backtalk. You won't argue. You won't speak unless you're spoken to or | give you permission." 
"Then how am | supposed to ask for permission?” He smiled at his own logic. 

"| can't help but notice that you're talking out of turn, Rog. And about your question, you'll just have to figure 
out something indiscreet, won't you?" Roger went to open his mouth again but David quickly shushed him. 
"You've already been warned about that once. I'd really hate to have to punish you on your first day. So, 
continuing..when | tell you to do something, you'll say ‘yes, sir' and do it" In accordance to the earlier rule, 
Roger could not say anything but continued to glare daggers up at him so David would make no mistake how 
he felt about the situation "Oh, and don't make me ask you twice either. And..| think that's about it for now." 
He retrieved his plate and began to slice a sausage. "Understand?" 

Roger sucked in a heavy breath and, avoiding eye contact, gave a very grudging " Yes, sir" 


"Good. Oh, get me the ketchup, will you?" 


Rising, Roger had begun to make his way over to the fridge when he heard the deliberate clearing of a throat. 
Ah, he'd forgotten something, hadn't he? 


"Yes, sir." he hissed He hoped that wouldn't count toward being told twice. After having retrieved it, he was 


further annoyed by the insistence that he apply it to David's plate and stood there feeling like a waiter, 
slapping the bottom to encourage the stubborn mess out. He half expected to be asked to feed him but was 
mercifully denied that embarrassment and told to sit back down on the floor instead. In reality, David had 
actually been considering it but decided against it, at least for the time being anyway. It was much better to 
bring on the heavier stuff later, once Roger had settled into this routine. The rest of the morning was rather 
uneventfully. David sat in Roger's favorite armchair and read while Roger himself was restricted to the rug in 
front of him, making him feel rather like a dog. He shuddered at that idea, blissfully unaware that the thought 
had already crossed David's mind more than once. He was eventually allowed his cereal for being so quiet, 


though he really didn't feel much like eating anymore. 


Around one o'clock, the van arrived to take them to Heathrow. Nick and Rick had been picked up first, with 
Alan Stiles in tow and Steve O'Rourke driving. All were greatly surprised to see Roger ambling down the 
pathway carrying not only his own luggage but David's as well. A moment later David himself emerged from 
the house and waved cheerily at their comrades, striding past Roger to secure a seat by the window. Alan 
quickly disembarked from the van and took two of the cases himself, earning a thankful smile. They loaded 
them into the back, Alan slightly confused by the lack of conversation, even a greeting from the band's 
typically outspoken leader. Roger wisely took a seat beside David, staying away from the others lest they try 
to engage him, which they thankfully didn't. At least not until they reached the terminal. 


They were unfortunate enough to meet up with Adrian Maben and his entourage on the way in. It was 
moments like these that Roger wished he were shorter so he could easier conceal himself rather than being 
difficult not to spot. The director naturally gravitated toward him first as he was The Pink Floyd's leader and 


representative in spite of how physically evasive Roger was being. 


"Roger, lm so glad we had a chance to meet up before we left. Did you have any problems getting here? Oh, 
the traffic coming in was just awful, wasn't it?" These questions could only be responded to with nods or 
shakes of the head, as David was watching out of the corner of his eye. "How are you feeling? You look awfully 
pale." He shook his head and waved it off, all the while anxiously watching Steve as he was discussing something 
with the woman stationed at the counter. 

Oh, get on with it! 

Adrian's questions were beginning to become much too complex to be answered with a simple "yes", "no" or 
shrug. And though David was currently chatting with someone else, Roger really didn't think he could afford to 
take any chances right now. Much to his annoyance, Adrian wrapped an arm around him and lowered his voice 
conspiratorially. "You're sure you're feeling alright? You can tell me. Because I've only booked the amphitheatre 


for a few days and-" 


"Right!" called Steve as a rallying cry to band members and roadies alike. "Listen up: it's Gate Four! Everyone 
got that?" The reply was a resounding "yes!" and the herd was again on the move. Steve noticed that Roger 
was still being detained by a certain Frenchman so he cut in, pulling them apart. "I'm sorry, Adrian, but | have 


to steal Roger from you." 


"Yes, but-" 


"l'm sure we'll all be able to talk once we get settled in Rome." As he was walking away, Roger could hear that 
Adrian was voicing his concern about his current state to Steve..ch God, this was embarrassing. Already he 
had people worrying over his condition as though he were ill or something. Did he really look pale? He wouldn't 


be surprised. 


Suffice to say the wait in the departure lounge was more than awkward. Rather than sitting beside David as 
he'd opted for earlier, he chose a seat as far away from everyone as possible. It was certainly noticed, but 
perhaps they'd just think he was feeling sulky today and leave him alone for the time being. He could tell they 
were continually sneaking peeks over at him and so he tried his best to appear as if he were silently brooding 
over something that was best not asked about. Which, essentially, he was. 


"Rog?" Christ, it was David..what did he want now? Roger looked over at him questioningly, trying to ignore the 
way that Nick and Rick were attempting to covertly listen in. "I don't really feel like getting up. Be a pet and get 
me a lager from the bar, would you?" 

"Yes, sir.." He murmured between clenched teeth. David raised an eyebrow and leaned up a bit. 

‘lm sorry, | didn't quite catch that.” 

"Yes, sir 

"Aw, you're being so polite today...” 

"Are you alright, Rog?" Nick asked with genuine concern. And why not? Blind obedience was not a trait that 
you'd usually associate with Roger Waters. Hell, this was the complete antithesis of everything the man stood 
for! And the fact that he appeared to be taking orders from David, whom he was almost always at odds with, 
was even more distressing. Perhaps he was depressed? Well, more depressed than usual anyway..he noted that 
Roger distinctly made eye contact with the guitarist, like he was trying to communicate in some way. David 


gave a nod and Roger looked over at Nick 


"Yes." Then he got up and walked to the bar as quickly as possible. Nick watched him for a moment before 
turning back to David, who appeared to be doing the same, only with less distress visible on his face. 


"Dave?" 
"Hm?" 
"Roger's acting a bit odd, don't you think?" 


Rick was finishing his second cigarette, trying to get as many puffs in as possible before they were restricted 
on the plane. 


"Don't jinx it!" he stubbed the thing out and gestured toward the bar. "He's the most bearable he's been 


since..well, | can't even remember. Not one complaint all afternoon. That's got to be a record or something...” 
"He's just moody today. Best to just leave him alone." 


Everything fell silent again as Roger returned with two lagers, handing one to David and taking a seat with his 
own. Just as he'd begun to lift the bottle to his lips and take a swig, he saw David climbing to his feet with a 
very stern look on his face. Oh God, what could he possibly have done now?! 


"Roger!" He quickly slipped into the chair beside him and attempted to snatch the bottle from his hand. This 
left Roger dumbstruck but still unwilling to loosen his grip. "Did you ask if you could have one?" He noticed that 
Nick and Rick were both watching in genuine bewilderment. David was speaking low enough that they wouldn't 
have been able to make out what he said but the whole scene surely looked bizarre enough. After all, how 
often were grown men visibly scolded? He turned back to look at David, communicating everything he would 


have said aloud with his eyes instead. 


"Do you want to be punished? Because you're certainly acting like it” Their proximity should have been 
maddening for a completely different reason and yet Roger could not help feeling slightly turned on. For one 
thing, David's scent always drove him crazy. For another, he couldn't help imagining what this mysterious 
"punishment" could be and perhaps the fact that he didn't know was a bit exciting. He almost wanted to disobey 
him so that his curiosity could be satisfied (and hopefully in one of the many ways he was currently 
imagiring...) 

For his own part, David was staring worry about his own jeans growing a little tighter. The look on Roger's face 
was absolutely priceless; it was this proud sort of defiance that he always carried off so well. It usually 
warranted some kind of danger, whether that be a punch in the mouth or an equally violent kiss. Of course 
David didn't easily back down either, especially something he felt so adamant about, so he continued to stare 
Roger down until the bassist relented. Which he did, against his better judgment. 


He hesitantly allowed the bottle to be pried from his fingers, internally screaming out for the presence of 
alcohol in his system. If there was ever a time he needed a few drinks to steady his nerves it was now - even 
this luxury couldn't be afforded him. And on top of the uneasiness over all this slave business, he'd have to be 
flying sober. Christ, he hated flying. The others weren't terribly fond of it either but Roger held a particular 
dislike for it, always imagining all the things that could go wrong up in the air..a pre-flight drink usually calmed 
him a little but he could see now that he'd have to go without it. Unless of course he decided to admit that 
David was right all along and accept that all of the humiliations today had been tolerated in vain 


No. He wouldn't do it. Not in a million years would he give that bastard the satisfaction of knowing he was 


right. 


ld rather kiss his fucking boots.. 


Part four 


Much to his relief, David ultimately yielded and did let Roger have an airline-sized bottle of scotch. Never 
before had alcohol tasted this sweet and he silently swore that this would be the last time he'd take that 
warmth flowing through his body for granted. David was being surprisingly nice actually. Though he didn't give 
him permission to speak freely, he did seem to be understanding of Roger's nervousness in the air. When Rick 
got up to sit beside one of their crew for awhile (he'd kindly taken the aisle seat), he was quick to take Roger's 
hand in his own and squeeze it reassuringly. The two made eye contact and for the first time today, there was 
no hint of maliciousness in Roger's gaze. He gave the tiniest hint of a smile, something of a “thank you" and 
expected his hand to be released then. Instead David kept hold, stroking Roger's palm with his thumb and 
sending incredible vibes of well-being (the type that one usually associates with controlled substances) coursing 
through his fingers. 


So this was nice. Why was David being so nice? Was he relenting? Perhaps any moment now he'd announce that 
the idea was ridiculous and call the whole thing off. That hope was interrupted by the clunky arrival of the 


food cart and all its fascinatingly mysterious smells. 
"Chicken or fish?" 


David eyed the trolley's contents warily. He was never much of an airline food connoisseur but he knew that 
the shady fish right out. To that end he decided to take a chance on the chicken and smiled warmly up at the 


stewardess 
"Em, chicken, please. Lesser of two evils, right?" 


"Most likely." She eyed this handsome young man with veiled interest, wondering if he smiled so invitingly at 
everyone. After handing David his tray rather lingeringly, she glanced at Roger, who was gazing out of the 


window. "And you, sir?" 


"He'll have the same." David muttered, trying to force the little table attached to the back of the seat in front 
of him to fold out. 


"Ah, sometimes we have to give that one a little encouragement. Here." She thumped her fist against it lightly 
and the table came clattering open accordingly. "Sorry about that." 


"Thank you very much," he eyed her name tag. "Linda" Then he offered her another big smile as she leaned 
over him to hand a grateful Roger his meal. He hadn't been hungry when he was finally permitted to have his 
cereal but he certainly was now. After setting up his own table, he pulled back the foil top to see what 
culinary tour de force awaited him in the little box. The contents were, suffice to say, rather underwhelming. 
One chicken patty with artificial grill marks, sprinkled less than liberally with peas and diced carrots, and some 
stiff-looking mashed potatoes on the side. Delicious. He looked over to see how David was coping and noticed 
that his stewardess friend was pushing her cart away, smiling back at the guitarist. And very obviously 


swinging her hips to and fro as she went. Roger wondered what it was like to harbor such immense power 
over women, especially when David didn't even plan to use that power half the time. Was it just habit by now, 
the disarming smile? Ah, lucky bastard. 


"She's not half bad but | doubt she gives head as good as you do, Rog." Roger grimaced, outwardly annoyed 
with the remark but rather pleased internally. Unable to express his disdain out loud, he turned back to the 
window, what little interest he'd had in his food now lost. "Aw, does that really upset you? I'm sorry. can't 
help but admire your skill though." With a wicked grin, he leaned in to press his mouth against Roger's ear, the 
latter jumping slightly at the intimate contact, praying that no one would chance to look over and notice them. 
"Do you know what I'd really like?" Roger said nothing but shifted anxiously, very much effected by the feel of 
David's heavy breath. "If you got down on your knees, right now, in the middle of this plane, and did it for me. 
Do you know what I'd want you to do, Rog? You've got my permission to speak." 


Roger looked over at him with unusual shyness and shook his head. There were certain things he was usually 
willing to do and talking dirty was not one of them. David had long shown a propensity for it but never pushed 
the issue of asking him to participate before, at least not until now. But Roger didn't know now. The situation 
was decidedly erotic - that whole exhibitionist scene that he'd really been getting into lately. And there was 
really little else they could do. 


"Come on, Rog" David whispered, leaning in again "Say it. | wanna hear you say it” 


Roger remained silent but visibly shuddered when he felt a wet tongue slip into his ear. Oh God, he wanted to 
say it. But David wasn't commanding, was he? He was simply asking. He may as well take advantage of the 
ability to refuse while he could, in spite of the way his stomach was flipping. Even the way David asked was 
turning him on like nothing else; when that man lowered his voice to a hush Roger may as well have spent 
himself right then. How did he do it? How could one man wield so much power over anyone, much less the 
decidedly immovable Roger himself? He felt his hand being taken once more, felt those beautifully callused 


fingers stroking against his palm encouragingly. 
"Rog. know you want to say it..maybe you need a clue?" 


He slowly guided Roger's hand under the little table, an excellent cover, and placed it over the obvious bulge in 
his jeans. Roger made a small noise of delight in the back of his throat and barely suppressed a murmur of 


"bastard..." 


"Tell me what | want, Rog." David continued to hold his hand in place, aware that the bassist wouldn't have 
pulled away even if he'd released him. "I wanna hear it" He sighed when Roger's hand started to move of its 
own accord, fingers trailing over the rough denim. One teasingly traced a line down the zip, then back up again. 
Roger was the one smiling now, fumbling to open the open the button and feeling pretty satisfied with himself 
for subduing David. Of course this was the moment that Rick had decided to return to his seat. Slightly 
panicked, Roger started to remove his hand only to feel his wrist swiftly grasped and held in place. He shot 
David a glare and nodded over at their newly-returned band mate; it didn't seem to concern him in the least. 


Rick had brought along a rather impressive blunt and held it out to either of them invitingly. David laughed and 


shook his head. 
"You're not allowed to smoke on the plane, you know." 
‘Its not a cigarette, is it?" He eyed the cardboard chicken with keen interest. "Are you eating that?" 


"No, do you want it?" He urged Roger onward, slipping his free hand under the table and undoing his zip. How 
Rick noticed none of this was unbelievable and thoughts began to rush through Roger's head that he had 
noticed and simply wasn't saying anything. But David was calm and that was a slight reassurance. Granted, he 
always kept a level head regardless of the situation but things usually turned out well in the end. Roger 
ultimately trusted his judgment. 


To that end he complied, slipping his hand down the front of David's trousers, pushing down the waistband of 
his Y-fronts, and wrapping his fingers around his hardness. David practically melted under his hand, struggling 
to maintain an indifferent appearance for the benefit of their neighbor. As it turned out, Rick was not even 

looking at them, focused instead on somehow devouring the airline food with admirable gusto. David was doing 
rather well also. Despite Roger's increasingly frantic strokes, he was managing to remain almost totally silent 


and appear remarkably casual, save for a few twitches and the occasional labored breath. 


Relaxing a bit more, Roger remembered his earlier request and decided to make good. Leaning his head over a 


bit, he stared hard at the seat in front of them and didn't so much whisper as breathe articulately. 


"You want me to suck your cock." David couldn't suppress a little moan of approval and a nod. For all his 
restraint, his eyes were half-lidded and incredibly hazy as if everything he was unable to do in public was 
channeled into them. Beside them, Rick had slumped down in his seat and was leafing through an emergency 
pamphlet with a marked lack of interest. 


"And." David lowered his head. "Would you swallow for me?" 


When he received no answer, he glanced over at Roger, who stared back at him with coy yet predatory green 
eyes. This clearly meant that he'd have to find out for himself. It had not been a terribly long time since 
Roger had gone down on him last but the desire to see those gorgeous lips kissing his shaft, the pink tongue 
darting out to taste his skin.oh fuck, it was overwhelming 


Roger could feel David's hips beginning to arc and increased his speed, hoping that these rather exaggerated 
movements wouldn't garner any unwanted attention. The fingers of David's left hand gripped the table, body so 
taut that his ass was no longer in the seat. The seatbelt sign above them suddenly came to life and a voice 
over the intercom announced that they were preparing to descend. Thank God David had never bothered to 


take his off..with much skill Roger did his up one-handed, never once pausing in his other duties. 


David suddenly jolted and with a strangled gasp, he came in Roger's hand just as Fiumicino Airport had become 
visible through the clouds. It was a mind-blowing feeling, literally descending from the sky, coupled with the 
sensation of coming down off that fantastic high. His stomach did somersaults but his legs were like jelly. It 


was as though his body wasn't sure whether he wanted to relax or not.Roger hadn't released him yet and 
David looked over at him bleary-eyed in a silent "thank you". It wasn't until they'd hit the runway that Roger 
finally disengaged. His long-absent hand emerged from under the table, fingers partially splattered with cum. 
David could only watch as Roger eyed the white mess with curiosity, then brought the hand to his mouth and 
licked a bit off. Roger noticed David staring like a peep show customer and, with a little grin, slowly slid one 


digit in his mouth and back out again, repeating the process with each finger until he was more than pristine. 


The intercom kicked on again though neither was really listening. Even as fellow passengers were beginning to 
rise and move into the aisles, David and Roger were still sitting and practically giggling as the realization of 


what they'd done had begun to dawn on them. Like a couple of naughty schoolboys. 


"We apologize for the slight delay earlier but Im sure youre all aware that we here at the BEA always put safety 
before speed But wewe arrived safely and you'll all been very patient, so | extend our thanks to you. We are now 
in Rome. Time: about 5:45 PM. Weather: fair. Thank you for flying British European Airways and please choose us 


again." 


Part five 


"The vans shouldn't be here for another fifteen or twenty minutes so | think we've got time to get a drink, 
toilet, whatever. But everyone needs to be by the doors in twenty minutes, alright?" It was Steve's field trip 
chaperone spiel which he executed so very well. Roger had begun to grow used to his inability to speak though 
he knew he couldn't keep it up very much longer. They were here to work and being the leader of the band, it 
usually fell on him to deal with outsiders like Maben. He knew that David wouldn't do anything to interfere with 
something like that, at least not too much. It worried him anyway. Since they hadn't eaten on the plane, they 


settled down to a sandwich and a drink, both quietly smiling about their earlier airborne activities. 


"So," David took a sip of his scotch and soda. "I take it you aren't ready to give up yet?" Roger scoffed as 
though he were insulted and David just shrugged. "I don't blame you anyway; you're doing very well so far. But 
| hope you realize this isn’t all there is to it" 


Roger remained unimpressed by the slightly threatening air of the statement. So? David had made such a big 
deal about the no-talking rule and that turned out to be easy enough in the end. Surely he underestimated 
him..God, he felt unsatisfied though. Even if pleasuring his lover was enjoyable, he hadn't gotten his own in 
return. And didn't he deserve it, especially for how well-behaved he'd been? Surely David was aware of his 
frustration, particularly by the way that he kept shifting uncomfortably in his seat and pouting. 


"IIl tell you what..you can talk when we get to Pompeii, ‘cause that's band related-right?" Ah, an internal sigh 
of relief.. "And at some point I'll have to make you talk dirty again" He nudged Roger's ankle playfully. "I never 
thought I'd get you to say something like that out loud, what with you being so uptight and all. Did you like it?" 
Roger shook his head ‘no' though both were quite aware that this wasn't the case at all. "Naturally. | think I'l 


have to give you your dues tomorrow for being such a good sport." 


Tomorrow?! Roger couldn't believe his ears and it certainly showed on his face. He was going to be forced to 
wait until tomorrow?! He thought of kicking David to show his disdain before he felt his ankle prodded again, 
almost tenderly. 


"Hey, you've been doing really well. Aside from sitting down before I've given you permission of course." He 
wanted to be angry, really he did, but David's voice was infuriatingly soothing to those violent feelings. Bastard. 
"You know, one part of this is self-restraint. You have to learn to wait for things and earn them. And believe 


me, Rog, when you finally get it, it'll feel worth it. Right?" No response. "Right? 
"yes, sir." 


"That's a good pet" Suddenly realizing that they'd probably gone over their time limit, he checked his watch. 
"Ah, | think we're running late. Come on, they'll probably be here by now." 


As it turned out the vans were not there by now nor were they there in twenty minutes or even an hour 


later. Steve was hunched in a phone booth trying to get in contact with their driver and proclaiming for all to 


hear that this was the last time he skimped on professional service. The band and crew opted to sit on the 
ground outside the airport's sliding doors, earning looks of contempt from well-to-do clientele passing in and 
out. Much to their annoyance (and Roger's relief) Adrian's taxi pulled up just as he came through the doors, 
like magic. As he loaded his suitcases into the trunk he reminded the group about their little trip to the ruins 
later that evening and expressed his hope that they'd be picked up before 1912 rolled around. 


Frankly it wasn't all that bad. After their time in the airplane, the fresh air was certainly a welcome change 
and with their view of the west they could watch the sun dying over the distant highway: an oddly appealing 
mixture of nature and technology, that. David sat on his upturned suitcase, arms folded over his lap while 


Roger lay in the cool grass by the sidewalk and mused at the concrete awning above him. 


Despite the fact that it was the group's fourth trip to the city, he always seemed to expect the Fellini picture 
he'd initially imagined. Instead Rome was more like Carnaby Street's mature older sister in that it was 
commercial, stylish, and well-aware of its status while managing to remain low-key. It was all-around beautiful 
too: beautiful buildings, beautiful people. And in spite of how modernized the city had become it still held a 
wonderful old world charm that appealed to Roger's sensibilities. Aside from his go-getter tendencies, he never 
fancied himself much of a city-dweller and much preferred quiet country life to hustle and bustle. It was just 


one of the many unexpected similarities he shared with David. 


Ah, David..he lolled his head to look up at him and in spite of his frustration, he felt himself bristle with 
thankfulness. The wicked blue eyes and the pretty mouth - they were his. So were the stubble and the 
obscenely tight trousers. Well, not exclusively Ais.after all, neither had really announced their intention to stop 
seeing other people..but he liked to think there was a little bit reserved for himself alone. Of course in all 
actuality, he had seen very few people since he'd taken up with David. The man seemed to fulfill that in his life 
void quite nicely and he'd often imagined that in a kinder world he'd be proud to show him off as his own, God 
forbid, boyfriend David must have noticed him staring and he gave Roger a little wink in return. A sign of 
things to come, he hoped. If David didn't satisfy him tonight he was sure he'd go mad. 


Eventually the transportation did arrive and with a collective hum of approval, everyone climbed to their feet 
to stretch and stub out cigarettes. The roadies dutifully begun load the extensive amount of equipment into 
one vehicle while the band put their luggage in the trunk of another (Roger handling "King David"'s of course.) 


All the while Steve hovered about to make sure things progressed quickly and efficiently, walking back and 
forth and clapping his hands like an enthusiastic coach. With the bit done, everyone piled inside the vans and 
were off. The seats were a bit cramped though Roger and David could not have cared less, the latter twisted 
so that his chest pressed against Roger's side. It was almost completely dark by this point and as they rolled 
toward the exit they wondered what the amphitheatre would be like at night. Rows of lamp posts lighting the 
way back to the airport silently passed as did headlights of cars on their way in A sign reading Autostrada 
Roma - Fiumicino went by overhead and they soon found themselves on the once-distant highway, surrounded 


by red taillights. 


In the darkness of the van, David shifted a bit to sit properly and yawned, clearly very tired from the trip. 


Roger was seized by the sudden desire to reach over and touch him but wasn't sure that was the best idea 


as he hadn't been given express permission to do so. Much to his delight, however, David sighed and slumped 
his head heavily on his band mate's shoulder. The pressure was fantastic and he felt an involuntary smile 
spreading over his own face. Within minutes his charge was softly snoring and Nick looked back at them 
questioningly from the front seat. When he saw the scene he grinned and mockingly made the shape of a heart 
with his index fingers, Roger responding with his own two-finger salute. 


By the time they'd reached the city itself, the occupants of the van were staring out of the windows like 
enthralled children, drinking in the street life as they passed. The city was lit up like some joyous fire and all 
manner of characters lined the sidewalks; androgynous men and women, vendors, matrons, prostitutes. Not 
quite Fellini but certainly enough to delight even the most world-weary traveler. As they'd begun to circle the 
Colosseum, Roger nudged a confused David awake to draw his attention to the massive structure as they 
passed by. He sleepily acknowledged it and yawned once more, oblivious to how adorable he looked doing it. 


Almost harmless... 


Though both were very caught up in Rome's charms their minds were miles away from one another in more 
specific content: Roger's on the architecture and David's on local sex shops. Where did one procure those kinky 
sorts of devices in the Eternal City he wondered? He'd begun to get a little ahead of himself when thoughts of 
paddles and harnesses began to drift into his mind, almost gleefully imagining all the delicious possibilities to 
foist on an unassuming bassist. One thing was for sure: he'd definitely be in need of a shiny red ball gag. 


Part six 


As it turned out, the "hotel" was a renovated sixteenth century villa on the outskirts of Rome - another 
anomaly of lodging for the group. It was locally owned and operated a bit like a casual bed and breakfast. The 
rooms, while incredibly spacious, were made up rather simply: bed, dresser with mirror, and few other basics 
which looked odd against the sumptuous design of the building itself. There were two large bathrooms and a 
couple more utilitarian ones with showers, all of which had been thoroughly modernized. And for how 
unexcitingly the rooms had been made up, the there had clearly been no expense spared on the baths. Black 
marble and apparently intended not only for two people but a whole party. There were two low steps leading up 
to the tub and Roger thought they'd be a pretty good way to slip getting out. Still, the whole scene looked like 
an interesting proposition all around and he was sure that his counterpart concurred (assuming that it fit into 


his mysterious plans.) 


After having been shown to their rooms to unpack and settle in a bit, small queues were beginning to form 
outside the bathrooms, most hoping to get in a shower before the night was through. Roger preferred to 
remain in his room alone and sort his belongings out very meticulously. In the side compartment of his case he 
discovered the lube he'd packed and quickly concealed it in the folds of a black turtleneck As he set it in the 
top drawer with the others, he couldn't stop his mind wandering back into territory that was best to be 
forgotten this even. Lube..God, he wished he could feel the stuff on his fingers now, even if it did make a 
horrible greasy mess. That bastard guitarist three rooms down the hall..how dare he deprive him like this. 
Probably just trying to make him crack and much to Roger's annoyance it was almost working. After a few 


minutes Nick ducked into the room having just finished up with his shower - one of the lucky ones. 

"Hey, Rog." He smiled at the familiar organization of clothing and personal effects. "You know, my ex-girlfriend 
was majoring in psychology. She told me that perfectionism is just a way of over-compensating. Do you find 
this to be true? Can you not get it up or something?" 

"Oh, fuck off" He hadn't really thought about it before he'd said it out loud On impulse he clapped a hand over 
his mouth and chastised himself internally for the slip of the tongue. At least it wasn't in front of the wrong 
person.Nick faked a gasp of shock 

"It does speak!" 

"Ah," It was pointless to avoid talking to him now, wasn't it? But he supposed, when he thought about it, David 
didn't know, it's not like he could hear through the walls what Roger did at all times. And Christ, it was silly 
acting like this, of being scared of him to a degree. "well-" 

"David told us you were just on your monthly." 


"Well, | could tell you that David is a lying little shit but that doesn't necessarily make it true, does it?" 


"Point taken" He smiled and nodded over at the little case of toiletries sitting on the dresser. "Could | borrow 


your razor? Just for tonight. " 
"Yeah, here." He retrieved it from the bag and handed it over, along with a small box of replacement razors. 


"Thanks, man. It's just that | forgot to.." he thought of Roger's odd behavior again and trailed off. "Why haven't 
you been talking anyway?" 


‘lm, em.." Certainly not the truth. And not about his mood either so what was left? "It's a bet. To see how 


long | can go without making a sound” 

"Oh God! You? Whose idea was that, then?" 

"| cant remember actually. We were really smashed last night" Well, that was true anyway. 
"But you've been talking to me. Doesn't that mean you've lost?" 

"Well look, Nick, you're my friend.” He put an arm around him. * You wouldn't tell, would you?" 
"On principle | really should-" 

"Nick!" 


"Oh, come on," he laughed and waved him off. "You know | wouldn't do that to you. Besides, its none of my 


business anyway." 
"Well-spoken" 


"Right then, now that I've involved myself in your sinister web of lies l'll be off" He held up the razor. "Thanks 


for the murder weapon. See you downstairs!" 


"Yeah, see you." Roger muttered distractedly, now fumbling with the window. The damn thing was jammed 
pretty good. Almost as quickly as Nick's footsteps disappeared down the hallway, another pair was audible and 
it became clear that someone else had entered the room. This made Roger stop, hands frozen on the 
windowpane. Behind him the door swept shut and the ominous click of the lock sounded overly loud in his ears. 
There was no question about who this was or what it was about. Resigned to whatever fate awaited him, 
Roger looked back to see David standing there clad in only his jeans, damp hair hanging over his shoulders. Ah, 
another lucky one. He'd be very interested in the sight if not for the feeling of dread bubbling up in his 


stomach. 


"Take your trousers down" The command barely registered and instead he just stood there to watch David 
cross the room and take a seat on the edge of his bed. The guitarist looked over at him again, narrowing his 


brows in annoyance at the noncompliance. "Have you got cloth ears? | told you to take your trousers down" 


But recognizing the look of obvious fear of Roger's face, he sighed and relented for the moment, beckoning him 
over instead. He hadn't expected the man to show how afraid he was and against his better judgment he was 
nearly feeling sorry for him. And he wouldn't get anywhere by showing him any sort of leniency, would he? 


Roger gradually made his way over to be taken gently but firmly by the hips. 


"Now you're not going to like this bit, Rog, but if | don't do it now you'll never learn. So just make it easier on 
yourself and do like | said, alright?" The softness of David's tone was something of a comfort even if the 
words weren't terribly encouraging. Of course the desire to get whatever this thing was over with far 
outweighed any of quitting and so he reluctantly obeyed, unbuttoning his jeans and pushing them far down 
enough to expose himself. He stared at the windowpane, waiting for another order or comment or movement 
but nothing seemed to be happening. Accidentally catching sight of his reflection in the glass, he tore his gaze 
away and watched David in his peripheral vision instead. David himself caught onto this quickly enough and 
stopped in his appraisal to scold him. 


"Something else | meant to tell you; you won't stare at me. It's fucking rude behavior, especially from a slave. 


Do you understand?" 


"Yes, sir." Roger answered dutifully. It was strange because even though the resentment over having to say 
those two words was still there, it didn't sting half as much. And it was actually quite upsetting to feel so 
‘out-of-character" so to speak. Without any warning, David grabbed him by the arm and yanked him down, 
half on top of his lap. Roger was so stunned by this that he could hardly protest when he was positioned face 


down over his knees, as though he were about to receive a.. 
Oh, God NO 


It didn't take a genius to imagine how silly this scene probably looked. Not only were they two grown men but 
Roger was so tall that he slumped forward on the polished marble floor on his elbows. Adjectives of all sorts 
were flying through his head at the moment, the most prevalent of which were "DEMEANING" and 
"HUMILIATING'. The nouns "bastard" and the verb "kill" were present as well, though everything seemed to 
dissipate when the first slap reached his ears. He couldn't not even gather his thoughts enough to think of an 
appropriate expletive, so blank his mind went. This was beyond embarrassing; it was downright mortifying 


It was not exceedingly hard but enough to be detrimental to what little pride he still clutched at. And to think 
of it: David Gilmour, whom everyone saw as the most placid creature in the world was actually spanking 
someone over his knee. Christ, no one would believe it even if he'd told them! The second slap was harder and 
got increasingly rough after the third, forth, and fifth and by the sixth a tiny whimper escaped Roger's lips. 
This acted as a sign to David that he was using the appropriate amount of force so he continued in the same 
fashion, beginning to properly enjoy this. It was only the second time he'd spanked someone, being on the 
receiving end much more frequently and so it was quite entertaining to be in this position Roger was doing 
remarkably well on managing not to wriggle about or make very much sound and this was certainly admirable. 
Perhaps he'd reward him tomorrow after shooting was done. He'd already had an idea floating around in his 


head, just a possibility, though he'd have to be sure that a certain friend would be game as well.. 


Things continued this way for a bit, and with each smack Roger willed his upper lip to stiffen more and more. 
It would be over soon enough. David was no machine so it had to be over soon enough. For what seemed like 
the hundredth time the hand came down and Roger was certain that by this point his ass would be almost as 


red as his face felt. If this was the punishment for talking out of turn what the hell would a worse one mean?! 


The slaps finally began to slow after a few minutes though the damage had already been done. Roger knew 
that it would be hell sitting down for awhile to come and imagined how awkward he'd look, trying to maneuver 
onto one side or wincing in pain if he decided to bear it. A similar thing had happened before and been picked up 
on by others, though it was for a different reason entirely. Once, after noticing his obvious discomfort, Alan 
had jokingly asked if he'd been fucked up the ass the night before. He hated how unconsciously conscious of 
things they could be at times. 


When this embarrassing incident came to a close, David chuckled and patted his rear good-naturedly, 


commending him for his remarkable composure. 
"| didn't expect you to cry or anything but you've done even better than that, haven't you? Good boy, Rog. 
You can pull your jeans up now, unless you want another go." He flexed his fingers and raised his eyebrows at 


his reddened palm. "My hand's a bit tired actually..." 


Oh, sod your hand! 


Part seven 


Despite their engagement with Adrian, after everyone had finally settled in it had gotten too late to leave. 
Technically they'd run over the time that they were actually allowed at the site as it "closed" after nine, so 
there wasn't much point. They'd just have to have their first look around tomorrow, which seemed much more 
practical anyway. Most of the crew went out for drinks but a select few decided to call it a night and stay in. 
Those remaining had all gathered in Steve's room to watch television: He'd found a station that transmitted BBC 
programs and all we quite happy to see that Flying Circus was on, even Roger. If there was anything he needed 
right now it was a laugh to maybe help put things in perspective a bit. Anyway his heart absolutely melted 
when he saw David smiling and enjoying himself. Why could he never stay mad at him for any extended period 


of time? 


That sentiment only lasted through until the morning when, again at an obscenely early hour, he was roused 
by a persistent hand on his shoulder. With a soft groan he rolled over on his back to see a chipper-looking 
David staring down at him expectantly, probably waiting for him to get out of his beautiful, warm bed. Not 
wanting to have to be told, he sat up and swung his legs over the side, waiting for the next direction He made 
sure to avoid directly meeting his gaze as he seemed so bloody offended by staring and looked instead at his 
own bare thighs. He got the impression from the sustained silence that David was probably doing a bit of the 
same. Hmph. At least he still held a little sway there. 


"Right, get dressed. I've got some shopping to do this morning.” 

"Yessir." He rose and dragged himself over to the dresser, suddenly becoming even more aware of how tired 
he was. He hadn't fallen asleep until what, three AM? It must have been eight or so now. Stupid Dave, having 
gone to bed so early.. 

"Oh, and Rog?" 

"Yes, sir?" 

‘| want you to wear the shirt with the two buttons at the top.” 

"The black one, sir?" He hoped that wasn't out of line. 

| wasn't aware that you'd been wearing anything but black for the past two years." 

Hl fake that as a "yes" then 

Once dressed, Roger accompanied David down to the kitchen for breakfast. The manageress was there, frying 
something up in the pan. She greeted them both very warmly, asking if there was anything in particular they'd 


prefer. It was actually very pleasant and homey, this set-up. Room service and restaurants were nice but 


sometimes it was just nice to sit in someone's kitchen for a meal and a chat. The food was fantastic too - 


things this greasy had to be good. Roger had a cup of strong black coffee, which, along with the heavy food, 
definitely helped his spirits. By the time they'd walked outside into the glare of the morning sun, he almost felt 


the urge to smile. He did love mornings, aside from the waking up part of course. 


"Em..| didn't think of calling a taxi." David smiled at his own lack of forethought. "Shall we walk then? We'll get 
one on the way back" Roger nodded and began to move, only to be grabbed by the wrist and pulled back. "Hey," 
Oh fuck, what had he done now? He steeled himself for yet another scolding but was pleasantly surprised when 
he simply felt David's lips meet his own. Quickly of course, lest someone happen to glance out of their window 
and see something that made them wonder whether or not they were still dreaming. It was enjoyable anyway, 
mostly for the assurance that in spite of his actions, David was still David, and North was North, and the 


rules of physics still applied even in a weird situation like this. 


Half an hour later they wound up in front of an unsavory-looking shop on a backstreet. It was obvious by the 
scenery they were in the heart of the red light district, though at this hour it was lacking most of its color. 
David had followed a set of directions written down on napkin for him by one of the porters at the villa. 
Apparently he'd been able to get the young man aside and with David's miniscule knowledge of Italian and the 
porter's only slightly better knowledge of English, he'd managed to express what he wanted. It was sheer luck 


that the man knew just the place David was looking for, by address and all. Ah, strange conveniences in Rome... 


The window was filled with curiosities, many of which Roger couldn't even imagine the function. There was a 
gimp mask that he had to admit put him off a bit - he hoped David wouldn't be buying something like that. 
Other than that, there were creative, colorful restraints, toys, and riding crops. A strange comic book about 
the adventures of some sort of dominatrix superheroine. David announced that he was going in and for Roger 


to wait outside for him. 


What?! Stand outside this shop? Even if the people milling about were probably only here for shady purposes, it 
was still embarrassing to be seen loitering outside of a place like this. And impossible to look inconspicuous. He 
tried in vain to draw as little attention to himself as possible and as before, his height made that extremely 
difficult. Wearing all black he stuck out against the bright street even more. Sex was not a part of his life that 
he preferred outsiders to know anything; exhibitionistic activities were one thing but at least those were fairly 


well-concealed and executed. 


He peered inside and saw David with his back to him, examining something. It was impossible to make out what 
it was from this angle, only that it was black. Well, it looked like a lot of things in there were black And 
leather. And designed for not-very-conventional and probably unpleasant practices. It was funny, because yet 
again David just seemed like the last person in the world to be interested in this sort of thing. And by the way 
he was browsing, it was clear he'd done this sort of thing before, probably many times. 


The last time Roger had been into a sex shop, it had been an immature, drunken mistake. He'd been out with a 
young lady and they'd just left the pub after drinking and having a merry old time. The chances looked good 
that she'd be inviting him back to her place. On the way there they were passing the aforementioned shop and 
Roger, in a moment of what he thought was brilliance at the time, suddenly pulled her inside. Surely seeing all 


the weird devices would get her going, right? Instead it had the adverse effect. Here he was drunkenly and 
suggestively fingering French ticklers and anal beads while she just stood there looking embarrassed at even 


being here, especially with this asshole. 


The date and indeed their acquaintanceship ended soon after - there was the distinct feeling that he'd be the 
sort of person that she talked about whenever her friends brought up dating horror stories. 


In the present Roger was staring at a pair of boots that resembled ballet slippers on tiptoe. Could you actually 
walk on those? Frankly, they looked a bit scary, just like the gimp mask. Inside David was saying something to 
the cashier, while another man hovered behind him, trying to look inconspicuous and quite clearly ogling his ass. 
He didn't blame him, really. With a small smile he turned away, only hear the bell jingle on the door as David 


emerged a moment later, carrying a non-descript brown paper bag. 


"Some bloke in there just goosed me! Can you believe that?" Roger raised a questioning eyebrow as if to ask 
what he'd done. "I told him I'd give him what for. | don't know if he understood me or not." 


Ml bet you liked it anyway. 

By the time they'd returned no one was up yet, with the exception of Rick who seemed in unusually good 
spirits today. When they walked past the open door to his room, he was actually whistling It made David 
backtrack and stick his head in. 

"Who'd you fuck last night, then?" 


"What? | can't be in a good mood?" 


"Oh, you know l'm just messing about..l'm glad you're happy for whatever reason you're happy. Excited about 
your big screen debut?" 


"Not really." He ran a hand over his face. "But do you think | should shave the beard before we go?" 
"Nah, keep it that way. Makes you look rugged" 
"Eh, | don't know...” 


"Why don't you call Juliette and ask her then? | think she's probably more qualified to give you advice about 


your looks than | am." 


Roger couldn't help but notice the way Rick seemed to ignore that comment, though he supposed it was a 
typically Rick thing do, what with his silence bit and everything. He nodded at the bag. 


"Where've you been shopping at this hour?" 


"Just some Guinness | bought for later on" 


"Yeah?" There was a slight hint of condescension in his tone and Christ, it made Roger nervous. He briefly 
considered the possibility that Rick would pursue the matter, but he'd already returned to his own world. David 
offered a hasty "morning, then" and two proceeded down the hall again, back to Roger's room. Once inside, 
David quietly pushed the door shut so as not to wake those sleeping on either side of the wall, and placed the 
bag on the dresser. Roger stood well back, unsure of whether he was permitted to view its contents and 
almost too afraid to anyway. Anything but those shoes and he figured he'd be fine. Well, not quite anything 
Perhaps there were only handcuffs? Possibly even the fur-lined ones that would be easier on his wrists. Or 


better yet, a simple book on technique; That would be just fine! 
"Rog?" 
"Yes, sir?" 


"Do you want to see what I've picked out for you?" It would probably add a few years to his life if he didn't 
but he felt obliged to accept and nodded. David beckoned him over and instructed him to hold out his hand, 
which he did without actually looking. The first item felt cold, metal, small but heavy - it didn't seem like it 


was intended for any orifice, which was a great relief. 
"Don't look away, Rog. It's very disrespectful.’ 


Obeying, he eyed the device in his palm and immediately understood what its purpose was. There was a pair of 
small metal clamps, each with their own weight, strung Together with a chain. The tips were mercifully rubber 


so as not the bite into the skin but certainly unpleasant-looking enough. 
"Those," David slipped a hand up Roger's shirt and tugged at a nipple, "are for these: 
Thanks, | couldn't figure that out on my own 


The next item were a pair of leather cuffs equipped with D-rings and it certainly didn't take a genius to 
assume what their purpose was. David, apparently anxious to see them modeled, slipped them around Roger's 


wrists, secured the straps, and appraised his pet. 
III look much better once you've got them connected up." 


The urge to shy away was becoming a bit harder to control. Roger honestly didn't think he could handle being 
restrained like this. He'd always had issues with vulnerability, with feeling out of control, which was why he 
overcompensated by being as fiercely independent and aggressive as possible. And now ‘this, which wasn't only 
being helpless figuratively but quite literally as well. He might panic. He might break after two minutes. If the 
cuffs hadn't worried him enough, the ball gag David produced certainly did the trick. He visibly recoiled and 
shook his head ‘no’. 


"Are you telling me ‘no'?" Roger hesitated to dignify this with an answer, knowing that swift retribution was 
already at hand and any response would probably only make it worse. "You ungrateful little Avat" 


Oh God, David was really getting into this scene..well, at least verbal abuse was better than another spanking, 
assuming he didn't have any more unpleasant tricks to pull out of his magic bag. To that end he was fairly 
relieved at the string of insults directed toward him and he got the feeling that David was enjoying himself as 
well. At one point the guitarist couldn't hide his smirk simply at the idea that he was chastising Roger in such 
a way, and there was actually no backtalk. He may as well enjoy it while it lasted, unless Roger found that he 
actually liked this sort of role..and that was pretty unlikely. 


"When | buy something, especially for a two-penny slut like you, | expect to be thanked for practically throwing 
my fucking money away. Now get on your knees; that ought to be easy enough for you." 


Fine. He could do that. Admittedly the marble was not the most comfortable material to kneel on but that was 
the least of his worries now. Was David expecting a blowjob or something? If he was, he could be fairly certain 


he'd feel a bit more of Roger's teeth than usual.. 
"Are you sorry?" 
"Yes, sir..." 


"About?" 


‘lm very sorry for my..disrespect after sir was so kind to waste his money..on..on rubbish like me. Sir." David 
folded his arms across his chest, clearly unimpressed. Roger was actually a bit shocked that he hadn't meant 
for the incident to deviate into something sexual. Shocked and appreciative of David's obvious seriousness about 


the whole thing. At least he wasn't treating it as an excuse to take advantage of him whenever he felt like it. 
‘| may or may not forgive you. Depends on how well you beg." 

"Please forgive me, sir?" Understatement was worth a try but predictably unsuccessful. 

"l'm not convinced." 


"Please forgive my, em, indiscretion It wasn't my place to criticize and | really do like what you wasted your 
money on, even if | don't deserve any of it, being a worthless whore." This was actually becoming easier. The 
words were flowing freely now, without a great deal of thought behind them. As he continued his litany of 
self-abuse and David glorification, he tried to remember: when, if ever, had he ever said such things about 
himself? Naturally there was always that nagging sense of inadequacy that dogged him throughout his life but 
this was much different. He didn't actually think he was utterly worthless or a whore but the extremity of 
those statements certainly stirred something. Though thoroughly demeaning he couldn't deny that in some 
strange way he felt a sense of liberation to be able to say such derogatory things about himself in a private 


environment. Completely under duress of course. Hell, he honestly wouldn't have minded being David's whore 
provided he had no choice in the matter.. 


"| believe you're sorry." His tone was not quite as harsh as before but still maintained an air of authority. "You 


have permission to kiss my boots." 


Roger went about this without protest and without the slightest bit of hesitance. He still resented being 
physically humiliated but then again, this wasn't the worst thing he could imagine happening. He pressed his lips 
against the coarse suede of one tip, then, incase one kiss wasn't satisfactory, he repeated the process twice 
more and bestowed similar worship on the other foot. When that was finished he remained on his hands and 
knees, face to the floor, and waited for some sign of approval. This came in the form of a hand helping him to 
his feet, a beautiful, typically irresistible smile, and a nip on the nose. Sweet as pie. 


Part eight 


"Youre not playing to an empty auditorium. The seats are filled..with Pompeians. Ancient Pompeians - their ghosts! 
All here to witness the..the.." he struggled to find the words that fit. "The aural aesthetics of The Pink Floyd!" 


Adrian was, suffice to say, a bit of an idealist 


On the way the amphitheatre, The Pretty Things had been the music of choice on the 8-track. Their driver 
was obviously quite adamant about his car sound system and one could certainly hear the difference. Not 
tinny in the least but loud and enveloping, the perfect thing for Roger's headache. Parachute, Quadraphonic, 
each sound crystal clear as though it were the star of the record Roger was again pressed against the one of 
the back windows in this hot, sweaty, rank-smelling car with a goddamned speaker vibrating right behind his 
head. The seats smelled like they'd been soaked in a combination of patchouli, sandalwood, and stale Marsala. By 
chance he'd happened to choose the side with one of the two faulty windows that refused To roll down in this 
heat. And even the two that were down couldn't obscure that other familiar scent, like burning tires in an 


herb garden full of cat shit. Yeah, he thought that described it pretty well. 


He felt sick. He was going to throw up, he just knew it. By the time they'd reached "Cries From the Midnight 
Circus", the throbbing bass was proving too much. Each thump felt like it was fucking his head into a pile of 
cerebral mush. All of the sudden he felt the acidic rush coming up from the bottom of his throat so he 
doubled over and heaved between his legs. Copper-colored fluid splashed all over his boots and the carpeting 
alike, the sight of bits of that morning's bacon bringing on another thick spurt. All of the sudden there was a 
cacophony of "Roger, you alright?"s around him and he felt a hand rubbing his back reassuringly, its owner 
posing the same question. After he'd coughed up the bit that was left, he just shut his eyes, head slumped 
against the seat in front of him. 


"Rog." David gently urged him up by the shoulders into a sitting position. "Rog, do you want us to pull over for 
awhile?" "He picked off the bits of hair stuck against his mouth and someone passed back a handful of tissues 
from the front. It was a rather odd sight to the car's other occupants: men didn't usually do this sort of 
thing for other men, did they? 


‘ll be fine." He muttered. When David started to wipe his chin off in a very maternal fashion, he snatched the 
tissues away in annoyance. "| can do it myself, you know. l'm not completely helpless." For the first time since 
they arrived in Rome, he could really have cared less about his indiscretion and its consequences - he had 
every right to be snappy. Besides, David seemed to understand how badly he was feeling at the moment so 


he'd probably make an exception 


He apologized profusely to the driver but the young man seemed unfazed. He was a fan of the group so even 
if he was actually irked, he certainly wasn't going to show it. After the forty minute hellride, they finally 
arrived at their destination where everyone else was already waiting. The technicians had arrived in advance so 
everything was nearly ready for the band to rehearse before shooting commenced. By the time everyone had 


emerged from the car, Adrian came running out of the amphitheatre with typical enthusiasm, a finder dangling 


around his neck. He rather reminded one of an over-excited child, all keyed up to play with his new toys. 


After Nick had explained Roger's sudden illness, the director (though clearly miffed) was understanding enough. 
He offered to get some water and suggested that Roger sit under the shaded arc of the south entrance for a 
bit. Fair enough. While he settled down on the ground he watched as the others wandered into the theatre to 
have a look around and "ooh" and "aah" over the antiquity. Eventually everyone regrouped to rehearse for a 
bit, a roadie standing in for their out of action bassist. From a distance, Roger could only mentally critique all 
the little imperfections but it was just as well he supposed. He'd cleaned off his boots with a cloth provided 
him, drank some water, and even been offered some chewing gum, so he was already beginning to feel better. 
The fresh air certainly didn't hurt either, nor did the brief lack of responsibility for what the band did. Bizarre, 
because had this happened any other day, he'd have been falling all over himself to make a show of feeling 
alright and take command regardless. Stranger things had happened he supposed, though very few in his 
knowledge... 


After a while Nick came walking and nodded over at him. 

"Comfortable?" 

‘Very. The ground's top notch" 

"Share with me?" 

"OF course" He gestured graciously at the spot beside him. "How's the crowd out there?" 


‘Oh, they're tough, believe you me," He lowered himself down to take a seat beside Roger. "But they'll come 
around. They always do. I'll tell you one thing, though: it's fucking hot." He patted his jeans pocket. "Cigarette?" 


"Yeah. Thanks." 
So, uh..." Nick pulled the box out, searching his other pocket for a lighter. He'd mentally gone through what he'd 


say beforehand and decided that beating around the bush was never the way to go about anything with Roger. 
"David's been a real lamb with you lately, hasn't he?" 


"Eh?" 

"| said ‘David's been-" 

| heard what you said. | just didn't understand what you meant by it" 
"Well, | mean, last night in the car, then today..in the car again" 


"What happened last night in the car?" Roger smiled and took the cigarette offered him, performing his 


patronizing bastard routine quite well. It was what he did when he got nervous because showing his anxiety 


would never play in his favor. You had to make your opponent feel like they were an idiot - opponent meaning 


your potential aggressor, which was what practically everyone in Roger's life was. 
"David had his head on your shoulder." 

"And..? Aw, Nick, did you enjoy it?" 

"Why? Did you?" 


"You first." They were both smiling at one another, Nick probably more genuinely than Roger. "I think you 
might be implying something.” 


"j" 
"Or maybe you're just projecting." 


"Roger, | wasn't implying. | was leading up to asking - not that | really even need to do that since | know 
anyway." Surprisingly enough for how hostile Roger had come off, Nick had remained level-headed. This was 
because he was used to dealing with the constant animosity and had learned how to cope with it without 
getting too flustered. It was a skill that came in handy during band in-fighting and there was certainly a hell of 
a lot of that.."Anyway, | guess | should tell you that there's not much point in embarrassing yourself more 
because | know, so.." he trailed off and waited for any more protests. Roger's sudden silence and pink cheeks 


were response enough that he wouldn't be denying it. 
"Okay." He took a sharp, uneasy drag. "What the fuck was the point of coming over here and telling me this?" 


"Dave told me that in Tokyo you made a big thing about me finding out about you two in that hotel we stayed 


in" 


‘Oh, God" he tore his gaze away. “Jesus Christ.where does he get off telling you all of this anyway?" 


"Well, Rog, unlike you, he knows that | could really care less if you liked sticking your tackle in a stuffed turkey. 


Get me?" 


‘It wasn't just you" He glared at the wall opposite them, imagining it were David with his big mouth. "It was 


everyone." 
"Yeah, well, he said that you were making a really huge deal over it in the hotel room and it just really 
bothered me that you'd think that / out of all people, would care." He took off his sunglasses and looked at him 


seriously for a moment. "| mean, did you honestly think it would matter to me?" 


"Yes." 


" Yes" 
"No..." sang Nick. 


"You - you don't know my mind!" Roger blurted out, not realizing until after he'd said it what a silly-sounding 


statement it was. 


"That's an old Clara Smith number, you know." In spite of himself, Roger couldn't help but crack a smile and 
just looked away, shaking his head. There had been a lot of reasons why he hadn't wanted him to know. First of 
all, Roger rather felt that to not be a raging heterosexual was a strike against him. Second, to be in anything 


but competition or a tenuous working relationship with David was something of a personal defeat. And third.. 
"You're not still on about that Poly thing, are you?" 

"Fuck off." 

"Ah, you are." 


The "Poly thing" had been an incident that Roger cared to forget about, Nick didn't even dare ask whether or 
not he should mention it ever it again after it had transpired. As it happened, during their ill-fated tenure as 
architecture students they'd chanced to go to an end-of-exams party. One thing led to another and eventually 
they found themselves in the host's upstairs bathroom for some rather drunken (and later on hazy) petting. 
Favors were exchanged and Roger was abandoned on the linoleum where a few other quests found him paying 


tribute to the porcelain god later on. 


"You know, that's part of the reason why | came over here to ask you about this whole thing. See, | was 
always under the impression that you..you know..you were strictly into women But like Dave tells me you're 
not. And Dave also tells me that it's not like you two are exclusively seeing one another. Do you understand 


what l'm getting at?" 


Roger slowly looked back over at him, half-insulted at the very idea that Nick, out of the blue, would 
proposition him over a seedy encounter that happened seven years ago. And still another part of him was 


intrigued. Half-intrigued. Just a little. Really, only a little a bit. 


"Your room's right down the hall from mine and was thinking that maybe | could pop in one night this week or 
something? | mean, I'm not trying to pressure you, Rog, only if you want to. It's just that..please don't get 
upset with me for saying this, but," he sighed and laughed a little at the absurdity of the statement. "You 
gave really great head." 


Alright, so that was twice in two days. From David he felt flattered but from Nick he felt..flattered? After all 


these years to finally be given feedback about his performance by his band mate was somehow exhilarating 


and he couldn't even find it in himself to be insulted anymore. 
"You're actually serious?" 
"lim fucking serious!" 


"Dave told you we weren't seeing each other exclusively, did he?" Despite the fact that it was true it did hurt 
a bit to know that he'd actually said it to an outsider. 


Yeah, why? You going steady or something?" 


"No, though l'm sure he'd like that" He glanced into the distance where David was having a laugh with Rick and 
felt himself fume with rather unfamiliar and unfounded jealously. He looked over a Nick with consideration. "| 


might toke you up. Depends on how the mood strikes me." 

"You're being a tease” 

Roger smiled and shook his head 

"Im being unsure of whether or not you'd be a waste of my spunk’ 


"You are being a tease!" His looked back at their busy entourage, then at the bassist once more, impish grin 
playing around his lips. "Mind if | stick my tongue down your throat?" 


Roger shrugged and Nick wasted no time, leaning in slipping his tongue in his mouth with very little ceremony 
or semblance of a kiss. Roger had been the more drunk of the two their first time around and so he 
remembered very little of the encounter - afterward he'd always thought he remembered Nick as being much 
more slow and tender. That was clearly wrong. David, on the other hand, liked to take his time for the most 
part..not that he disliked this, of course. Indeed, he pushed back with as much force as Nick and elicited a 
pleased murmur, a pair of hands sliding over the warm, exposed band of flesh where his shirt rode up. Roger 
broke away and brushed the hair back from Nick's right shoulder to lay a few a kisses along the side of his 
neck, punctuated by a series of sharp little nips. In turn the drummer's nails bit into the skin of his sides and 


Roger moaned at the delicious feeling, moving back to claim his mouth again.. 


‘Id lke everyone to assemble, please!" Adrian's voice crackled through his megaphone. "David, you look wonderful 
without the shirt - like some sort of psychedelic Adonis! No - the psychedelic lovechid of Apollo and Dionysus!" 


Alan shouted back that two males couldn't have a child. 


"Theyre gods - they can do what they want!" 


Part nine 


Things had been uncomfortable since they'd gotten back to the villa that evening. Very uncomfortable indeed. 

David hadn't given Roger permission to eat anything as Steve was treating them to dinner this evening. Roger 
could really have cared less about Steve's gracious offer; the smell of delicious, fatty food was wafting from 
the kitchen and all he wanted was to grab a plate and lock himself in his room. David had managed to be both 
avoidant and ever-present, stalking him like an agitated cat and looking just as happy. Meanwhile Nick had been 
seated on the sofa, conversing and swigging a lager, all the while casting glances back at Roger as though he'd 
been given some signal. It was all too much, really, particularly David's apparent hostility. Was he angry about 


being snapped at in the car earlier? What a bastard! As though he had the right! 


Sick of being monitored, he finally slunk away to mount the stairs two-by-two and strode down the corridor to 
his room. Soon after he could hear another pair of footsteps padding behind him but he refused to stop, 
ducking through his door and quickly shutting it. He stood in the darkness until he heard a knock a moment 
later. The fact that the caller was actually knocking told him that it definitely wouldn't be David and there was 


only one other likely possibility. 

He eased the door open a little ways and peeked out to see Nick standing in the hallway, smiling genially. 
"Yog?" 

"You hiding a pile of corpses in there or something?" 

"What do you want?" 


"I just thought I'd stop by before we left, since we had a bit of time to kill. | had a feeling you'd be giving me a 
warm welcome.." Roger sighed and stepped back for Nick to enter, the latter flicking the light switch as he did 


so. "You've been in a right mood since we left. Do you know that? | mean, you're always moody but-" 


"So did you come in here to piss and moan?" The seriousness on Nick's face disappeared and gave way to a 
little smile instead. 


"You know what | came in here for.." He made a move to touch his forearm but Roger cocked an eyebrow and 
sidled away. Initially Nick took this as flat out rejection and was about to give him a piece of his mind - then 
he noticed that Roger had taken a seat on the edge of the bed and appeared to be waiting. Alright, so this was 
turning out easier than he thought it would be..and if Roger wasn't beating around the bush, Nick certainly 
wasn't going to kick up a fuss. He quickly followed his lead to slump down beside him and move in for a kiss. 
Roger cheekily dodged his lips, nuzzling his ear instead. One hand squeezed his shoulder and began to track 
downward, past his chest and belly until it reached its destination. Yet again Nick was surprised at this 
forwardness, Roger cupping him through his jeans and slowly kneading. 


"You don't waste time do you..?" He sucked in a heavy breath, Roger catching his bottom lip and tugging it 


gently. Nick placed a hand over his, manipulating it into moving at his own desired speed and with more intense 


pressure. Roger was quite responsive to this forwardness and readily complied, adopting Nick's preferred pace. 


‘Mmmm... It was the response to the earlier question. The noise melted into a slow, wet kiss, fingers continuing 
to stroke Nick's hardening cock. Things continued this way for a bit, until both shirts came off and Nick 
attained the upper hand. Roger would have been annoyed but things just seemed to be going this way lately..ah 
well, he'd get his later on anyway. A palm smoothed over his chest, fingers catching one of the little nubs 


there and twisting a bit. 
"Does David ever pay attention to these, then?" 


"Well, em, a Gt! suppose - unl" Nick had pinched one nipple with more pressure than was necessary, only to 
lean down and take it in his warm, wet mouth to soothe it. Roger moaned his approval, head lolling to the side 
as he closed his eyes to enjoy the attention being lavished on his typically-neglected chest. His wrapped his long 
legs around Nick's torso, holding him there rather like an animal that had just captured its prey, and pushed 
his hips up in a slightly more-than-suggestive action. Nick smiled against his skin and looked up at him. 


"l'Il get down there in my own sweet time, Rog. It's really your own fault for being so large all over ‘cause it's 
going to take me longer to reach it with all this other nonsense..like your arms..." he leaned up and nibbled a 
along his jaw. "And your chest..shoulders.." The name of each body part was punctuated by either a bite or a 
kiss, each one trekking lower than the last. 


"Fuck you.." It was behind a smile, one that Nick could quite clearly hear in his tone, along with a marked lack 


of the usual tension. 
"Hello there, Nick | didn't expect to see you here." 


The voice, in spite of all its calmness and conviviality, was like a gun blast to Roger's ears. He slowly looked 
toward the doorway to see David standing there with one hand fooling about with something in his pocket (not 
the something one would expect in this situation), the other clutching a lager. His expression was nothing short 
of smug, toeing the line between complete self-satisfaction and slight disgust, lips curled back in that certain 
smile that Roger always despised. Nick was quick to dismount the bassist, avoiding eye contact with either of 
them as he pulled his shirt back over his head. 


"Hl uh, HI go then." 
"No, no, stay. Please. | can see that Roger's already taken the liberty of initiating you." 

"Yeah, but Im sure that you two would rather be alone-" 

"No, we like guests!" Really, it was difficult to discern whether his tone was dripping with good humor or bitter 


sarcasm. Either way, at the moment Nick didn't really want to argue with him about it, because he didn't want 
to talk, didn't want to interact in any way with David, so embarrassed about being walked in on. Roger had sat 


up and was putting his own shirt back on, also avoiding David's gaze. He knew this would be severely punished 
later on..he silently wondered if unsanctioned fucking around lost him as many, or, God forbid more points than 


disrespect and animosity toward his "master". Grudgingly he stood when David motioned him up. 


What followed were a series of commands: first of all for Roger to retrieve his lube (‘I'm sure you brought 
some"), then to strip below the waist, and finally to bend over the dresser, feet well apart. All the while Nick 
was in the background, obviously too uncomfortable at the moment to try and make one of his usual tension- 
breaking quips. Roger thought he preferred it that way. David had pulled something, the same something he'd 
been toying with before, out of his pocket and was coating it with said lube. Any doubt over its destination was 
quashed, particularly when he felt a slick index finger probing him rather carelessly as preparation Roger 
arched uncomfortably, grimacing to himself over the whole humiliating incident that he knew could only get 


worse. 
"Relax, Rog. It's not like l'm about to ram a spike up here or anything. Unless that's what you like of course.” 
Youd probably enjoy that, wouldnt you? Sadistic cunt.. 


The mirror on the dresser was the worst thing of all. Roger didn't want to look but he simply couldn't 
suppress the urge. It was bad enough that David was doing what he was doing but then Nick was there as well. 
And Christ, if his expression didn't perfectly convey "awkward" Roger didn't know what did. He just stood there, 
looking half-fascinated, half like he didn't want to be there at all.surely he could feel the searing tension 
between himself and David. It was probably uncomfortable as hell to be the third party here. 


He instinctively pulled away when he felt the tip of that object pushing up against him, the foreign texture, 
smooth and cool, simply too unnatural. David steadied his hip and tried once more, ending up with much the 
same result. Only Roger's determination to appear as unaffected as possible willed his body to remain still while 
David made a third try and successfully slipped it in. It wasn't very wide, perhaps the width of two fingers 
together, so it didn't hurt so much as it felt uncomfortable and intrusive. When it nudged that certain spot 
inside him, he bit his lip to avoid making any noise that would alert David to some sort of pleasure. He wouldn't 


give that asshole the satisfaction.. 


"Right, you can get dressed" Roger looked back at him questioningly, only to have his rear slapped in a scolding, 
rather demeaning manner. "Go on! We haven't got all night, have we?" 


Roger hesitantly picked his jeans and underwear up from the floor and took a seat on the bed to pull them 
back on. The mere act of sitting with this thing inside him was stimulating and he had an uneasy feeling that it 
wouldn't end there. Nick continued to merely stand by and watch and David just kept flashing him little smiles, 
the intent of which was rather cloudy and therefore a bit threatening. Roger knew for sure that it had 
nothing to do with jealousy: after all, that wasn't David's bag. But why did he seem to be delighting in Nick's 
obvious discomfort? Indeed, why was he being such a raging prick this evening at alẹ Despite their master- 
slave arrangement, he had to admit that David had been pretty civil toward him throughout this whole ordeal, 
especially regarding that spanking. Really, he could have abused him in any way he saw fit. Anyone else would 
have gladly taken advantage of this position of power to get back at Roger for all the bullying he'd done to 


nearly everyone around him, but not David apparently. Until now, of course. 


Outside the door Steve was calling that their taxis had arrived and it was time to get a move on. Before Roger 
was allowed out of the room, however, David produced a little box, the shape of which rather resembled a 
television remote. There was a single dial and printed across the top was some indecipherable text, probably in 


Italian. At once Roger made the connection between the box and- 


"That thing up your ass right now? It's got batteries in it. And this thing right here?" He lifted the box and 
began to turn the dial ever so slightly. "When | do this...” 


A pleasant shudder coursed through Roger's body at the sudden mild vibration against his pleasure spot. David 
let it run for a few seconds, enjoying the way was struggling to maintain a blank expression, then switched it 
off. Roger, though not looking directly at his adversary, glared out of the corner of his eye before he gasped 
at a second wave of delight. This one was somewhat more intense than the last and Nick was actually beginning 
to show some real interest. Along with David, he was quite keenly observing the disturbances in Roger's face 
and the way his muscles twitched; he swayed ever so slightly and there were tiny noises coming from the 


back of his throat. 


"| think he likes it" Muttered David, turning the dial another notch so that Roger had to plant his palm against 
the wall to steady himself. He wanted to touch himself so badly. He needed to touch himself. 


But not in front of them.please, Rog, don't give them what they want.. 


Still, if this thing kept running, Roger was almost certain that he'd come without laying a hand on himself, 
which was actually quite terrifying. He didn't like the idea of something like that being out of his control, 
particularly through forced use of a sexual aid. He could stop this thing anytime he wanted but.. 


Mercifully David had shut the thing off and placed the remote in his back pocket, smiling at Roger's obvious 


humiliation. 


"Those were only the first three settings. There are five more on here..! thought we could try them out at 
dinner, hm?" He opened the door for the others and Nick went through first, cocking an eyebrow at him over 
the whole surreal experience. Roger was next and he couldn't even bring him himself to /ook at David, even out 


of the corner of his eye. A heavy hand on his shoulder stopped him momentarily. 


"Ie been told that some blokes can get off from, uh..'prostate stimulation alone." There was a chuckle against 


his ear. "| wonder if you're one of those blokes, Rog.’ 


Part nine 


"And what'll you have, Rog?" 
"Um, |=" 


"He'll have the canrelloni" David volunteered, smiling amiably up at their waiter. Steve raised at eyebrow at his 


choosing for Roger as though he were a child, but Roger himself didn't seem to be making any fuss over it.. 
"Right then, and the cannelloni." 


“Alright, signor.." their waiter jotted this last item down on his pad. "Your order should be ready in twenty, 
twenty-five minutes at the most." 


"Fine. Oh, and a bottle of Sagrantino, please." 


The wine came quickly, though not quickly enough in Roger's opinion. As soon as the liquid had sloshed into his 
glass it was already down his throat. 


"IFs alright, Rog." Alan assured him. "| won't get up and run off if you don't down it all in one go." 


He smiled slightly but couldn't even pretend that it was sincere. His mind was on David and that little controller 
in his pocket. Of course David had chosen a seat well away from him so that he could really monitor his 
movements. His hands were thankfully within sight at the moment, folded atop the table while he was eying up 
a few model-type girls at the table adjacent to theirs. 


Oh, that's just typical, isn't it? 


In spite of the fact that his common sense was telling him to ignore this, that David wasn't worth getting 
jealous over. Not his wonderfully square jaw or the curve of his spine or the curls below his belly button. It 
seemed to Roger, however, that his "common sense" had gone fluttering out the window this week - between 
his commitment to David and the indiscretion with Nick, he hadn't been quite himself as of late. Jealousy was 
always something of a problem for him but he honestly couldn't remember a time in his life that he felt that 
emotion more then he did over David. And why the hell should he? David was a smug little prick - he knew 
that despite his attempted coldness over their whole affair, Roger was mad about him. What's more, he 


seemed to think this gave him carte blanche to act even more of a prick. So why should Roger care? 
And while he sat there thinking about how he shouldn't care, he was twisting his cloth napkin about in his hand 
and wishing it was saturated in chloroform: then he could shove it in David's face, hoist him over his shoulder 


and carry him out of this place like a giant slab of meat. Because that's all he was to Roger, really. 


A piece of meat that happens to play guitar quite welll He sneered to himself. Adequately. 


"How about that one, Dave?" 


"| wouldn't mind having a poke at her." 


You wouldn't even be here if it werent for me.. It had mainly been Roger's executive action that led to Syd's 
sacking and it had also been Roger's executive decision that led to David being "allowed" into the band. You'd still 
be driving a van and living in that fucking hole you called a flat if it werent for me. Ungrateful little shit.. 


This internal dialogue was interrupted by a familiar vibrating sensation and it was a wonder he hadn't cried out 
in surprise at its suddenness. His eyes flew back to David, lips thinned by that goddamned wide grin. One hand 
had disappeared from the table while the fingers of the other were brushing along his lips musingly. Roger's 
face remained blank and he tried to keep still as was possible under the circumstances. His stomach was doing 
little somersaults of its own accord and he could feel his legs wanting to shake. He tore his eyes from David's 
gaze and stared at the bit of red that pooled in the bottom of his empty wine glass. He didn't even have to 
see Nick to know that he was staring - he'd been keeping a keen eye on both of them since they'd left the 


villa, eager to witness the way Roger dealt. 


The vibration continued for about thirty seconds more and when it did cut off, Roger stared back at David, 
who cocked an eyebrow. This seemed to say "touché" and Roger couldn't help but feel a little burst of pride 
inside. The food arrived soon and everyone was quite eager to tuck in More wine was poured and in spite of 
his indifference to cannelloni, Roger had to admit that the dish was quite tasty. About halfway through 
however, he received another shock, one which caused him to pause mid-bite because of its intensity. He 
shifted uncomfortably and his knees really were shaking now. David meanwhile, sat and ate his gnocchi and 


talked and laughed and was generally quite merry, not sparing a glance for Roger, save for a quick sweep. 


Briefly he considered excusing himself to go to the gents and pull the wretched thing out but he'd probably be 


forced to dress as a chicken and lay eggs or some other such nonsense. He focused on that idea. 


its happened before. That one bird..Empress Anna? Yeah, she forced these two blokes to do it because they 
offended her or something Then she made this couple spend the night in a palace made of ice..! wonder if David's 
got any Russian blood.. He cold feel himself straining against the confines of his jeans. Ohhh, Russia..Russia..Kozak 
dancers.. Staln..furry hats..Winter Palace..Bolsheviks..ballet.. borscht..cold borscht..extremely cold borscht. 


He gasped aloud when the vibration intensified and was compelled to forget about his dinner and bury his face 


in his hands. 


"Rog, you alright?" He didn't even know who asked it. He had only enough concentration to decipher the words 


and not the speaker. 


"Yeah, I'm fine." He heard his voice trembling. Beneath the table his legs were shaking and his toes were curling 


and his cock was begging for attention. "It's a - I've just got a headache." 


"Nothing serious | hope." That was David. He didn't dare look up to see his expression - probably superior as 


ever. 


"Oh yes, we are clever with our little electronic devices, aren't we..?" It was barely above a murmur and no 
one but David, who was now closely watching, caught it. Not that he caught the words but the tone certainly 
revealed their gist. 


"Didn't quite catch that, Rog.’ 
"| said," he raised his tone. "Thank you very much for your concern but l'm fine." 


"What are friends for? Anyway, shall we have another bottle then?" Grunts of agreement all around and the 


waiter was summoned back once more. 
"Could we see the desert tray?" asked Nick. 


"Hoping for some pie, Nick?" Rick smiled at him playfully. As requested, the tray was wheeled around everyone 
had a look at all of the appetizing confections. Selections were made, mostly tiramisu and marble cheesecake. 
Roger declined but David insisted he be given some of the former. A plate was set before him, along with the 
customary coffee, though Roger didn't think he could keep anything down in his current state. He gazed down 
at the custard that leaked out slightly from under the dusting of cocoa and the obvious thoughts came to 
mind, probably the reason why David wanted him to eat it. Gingerly he picked up his spoon and scraped a little 
up, staring at the whitish mass in distaste..God, it felt degrading. Another jolt that nearly caused him to drop 
his utensil - he assumed that it was a request to stop dawdling about and just eat the stuff. Painting his face 
with a remarkable glare, he ate what was on his spoon quickly and efficiently, taking no pains to look appealing 
whilst doing so. 


Some tiny part of him wanted to please what he hesitated to call his lover, though after the incident in his 
room that part seemed to be shrinking smaller and smaller by the minute. David still ogled those women and 
Roger was almost one-hundred percent sure that it was for his own benefit. David had always done his share 
of casual flirting but tonight it was more pronounced and always within earshot - was he enjoying the fact 
that Roger was sitting there and seething over the whole incident, not able to do anything about it? Any other 
evening he'd have tried to one-up the guitarist, or at the very least entice him away to the bathroom or 
some other concealed area and make him forget about whatever he'd had eyes on previously. Obviously he 
couldn't do that. Clearly this was a control thing, both physically and mentally. Oh, and the vibrator was 
definitely part of it: He was sure David was getting some kick over having that remote and "pushing his 
button", so to speak, at random. That was his personality, though. While Roger exerted control over everyone 
out in the most blatant way possible, David was wont to simply remain in the background, never showing his 


hand ‘til he was sure the cards were in his favor. 


Snake in the grass.. It seemed to be the thousandth time that Roger thought those four words in the past 
couple of days. 


When the vibration started up again it certainly must have been at one of the higher levels..six maybe? In the 
back of his throat he pushed back a whimper and felt his back bowing against the chair. His legs were more 
than trembling now - it seemed he couldn't keep them bent so they'd begun to stiffen before him, toes nearly 
touching Alan's across from him. Not wanting to make eye contact with anyone at the moment, he stared 
down at the half-eaten tiramisu instead, stared at the Lady Fingers smeared with custard, all that thick, 
creamy custard..this course of action was clearly a mistake. His left hand had been rubbing his thigh in 
agitation, itching to get at his cock. He knew that if someone happened to look over at see him masturbating 
himself at a table filled with men that it would not look good. And he just kept staring at that dessert and 
imagining the Lady Fingers were David Fingers, and the David Fingers were wrapped around his hard-on, 
relieving him of the pressure. Then he'd spend himself in his attentive hand in the guise of so much custard - 
no! NO! It was pointless trying to distract himself now, however, because his body had already made up its 
mind that it was going to bend itself to David's electronic will. The hand that had been rubbing at his thigh 
gripped the tablecloth instead, twisting the fabric between his fingers in a futile attempt to relieve some of 
the tension He leaned his head against his free hand, still feigning a headache, and fortunately everyone else 
continued laughing and drinking and having a grand old time, oblivious to Roger's state. 


Briefly he looked out of the corner off his eye at David, who was looking right back at him, fingers still 
brushing his lips. The smile was subdued but it was clear that he was enjoying every moment of Roger's 
torment, eyes gleaming predatorily. As much as he hated him at the moment, Roger couldn't help but feel 
another wave of arousal slam into him at how damned sexy David looked when he stared at him that way. A 
little moan did escape his lips then, though he could hardly chastise himself for it at the moment: his hips 
were arching, toes curled painfully, mind alternately blank and exploding with color and loud inaudible sound and 


light. 


It was all he could do to mouth a silent "fuck you" at his counterpart before he came, obviously quite messily, 
in his trousers. This was infuriating. And on top of that, he'd answered David's earlier query in the 
affirmative..as he excused himself for the bathroom, he swore that he'd never eat tiramisu again as long as 


he lived. 


Part eleven 


Whatever David was currently doing certainly didn't seem to be all in the spirit of good, clean fun: degradation, 
especially degradation that Roger willingly accepted, was one thing. At the moment however, he was getting the 
feeling that that the spirit of fun was not well and alive in his "comrade". After all that business in the 
restaurant, Roger had gone back to his room, yet again, to be alone and it only seemed natural that he'd be 
followed there - right, he could deal with that. It wasn't until David had started sneering and speaking down to 


him in the most condescending manner possible that Roger began to grow angry, angrier than he'd felt earlier. 


It was mostly belittling remarks about Roger's lack of self control, though the bassist doubted that David (or 
anyone else for that matter) would have fared much better in a similar situation This led to some caustic 

remarks about weakness, manhood, and other subjects that Roger was incredibly sensitive about. Those insults 
earlier in the day were different from this: there was no true malice behind those words. And from here the 


conversation turned to Roger's little episode with Nick, David's tone growing more vitriolic than ever. 


"Anyway, | heard that you were getting a bit touchy about our, em.."open relationship". Are you jealous or 
something, Rog?" 


"No." He spat, steadying himself with an admirable amount of self-control. 


"No, sir" It came out rather like a spiteful child would say it. "And | don't believe you. | think it fits in rather 
well with your personality. It's pathetic 


Roger made an attempt to shut his mind off and step away from the situation That was what his mother 
Taught him to do when he was young, when his temper was worse. This volatile nature coupled with his rather 
awkward looks was fodder for many schoolyard fights, which led to many reports, and a lot of grief in turn - 
emotional and physical. Roger's incentive to learn to control his anger was a rather nasty wooden spoon that 
left great red welts on his body and admittedly this was extremely effective. Years later he'd wonder where 
all this resentment and repressed rage sprung from but at least he'd mastered the indifferent glare and the 
stiff upper lip for situations such as this. 


‘| mean, when Judy got upset about your fucking on the side, you felt so persecuted, didn't you? But you know 
what? I'll bet that if you heard right now that she was having another man, you'd go fucking mad. You know, 
despite the fact that you're over here with me. Wouldn't you?" Roger wouldn't answer. "Wouldnt you?! David 
paced the room like a caged animal, all the while keeping his band mate fixed with the same hateful glare and 
gesticulating wildly. "You go on about things like monogamy but in your world that applies to everyone else and 


not you." 


Roger's apparent indifference did little to curb his rage. He marched right up to him and, in a manner that 


might look comical to anyone else, started to shout up in his face. 


"You have no right, no right, to get jealous over mel | never told you that there was anything between us. Have 


| ever, once, implied that | actually gave a shit about you?" 
Actually- 


"You're just the fucking writer. You write the fucking songs, you play half the bass, and we fuck because it's 


convenient for me!" 


"You know what, Dave?" He could absolutely not hold his tongue any longer, especially now that it was all 


becoming obvious to him. "It seems to me like you're awfully worked up about this whole thing with Nick" 
"That's a load of-" 

"You are, aren't you? You're really upset about it! So you have to come in here and give me this rash of shit 
about being jealous of you" David said nothing for a moment, the words rolling about in his head and being 


processed, "But that's so typical of you, isn’t it?" 


"What's that supposed to mean?" David had backed away a few paces now, trying and doing a rather poor job 


at feigning ignorance. 

‘lm always the prick, aren't |? And you're just so fucking easygoing and likable and agreeable and - and 
whatever else you act like! | think you're just covering up ‘cause you can't stand the idea of showing that 
you're weak like everyone else." 

"Weak? You're one to talk!" 

"Right, so why don't | just come out and say it now then? Here goes, you might wanna record it for future 
use," he took a few steps toward the guitarist. "I was jealous. There, I've said it out loud Does it make you 


happy to physically hear me say it?" 


"| could care less how you feel: that's always been something you could never wrap your inflated fucking head 
around, right?" 


"Then how about you, Dave? How do you feel? You may as well come out and say it seeing as how I've already 


done it myself." 

If you want me to say l'm jealous..." 

"Yeah, that's what | wanna hear. That we're both jealous-" 
"Don't you dare compare me to yourself” 


"Why? Because you hate me?" 


"Yes!" 
"Do | disgust you?" 

"YES! 

"Is that why you're fucking me then? Is it some sort of punishment or something?" 
"Shut up!" 


"Because | don't think that's the case. | think you fancy me more than you'd like to let o-" He swiftly dodged a 
fist that was on a collision course with his jaw. When David, in a blind rage, tried again he grabbed both wrists 


and tried holding them steady while the guitarist fought against him. 


"Calm down!" A boot caught him in the shin and Roger hissed in pain but kept hold, slamming David up against 
the wall and pinning him there with his body. "CALM THE FUCK DOWN!" 


"Get offl" The voice was attempting to sound strong but it came out terribly weak and pathetic. Upon closer 
inspection it was apparent that tears of frustration and embarrassment were welling up in his eyes, humiliated 
at being overpowered this way. And by the person he'd been dominating for the past two days on top of it - 
just another blow to his manhood. "Let go!" 


"IIl let go when | know that you're not gonna hit me! Calm down!" David's movements had gradually begun to 
slow and he was sobbing freely now, something that Roger had never before seen. Watching it was odd. 
Uncomfortable, like the first time he'd witnessed his mother (master of the stiff upper lip) crying. And it felt 
pathetic because Roger could count on one hand how many men he'd seen cry, including himself. In the rational 
part of his brain he knew that it shouldn't be anything shameful, particularly having just emerged from the 


sixties. Men were allowed to be sensitive, weren't they? Men were allowed to cry. 

The deeply ingrained ideas of what was and was not normal by society's standards were much stronger, 
however. Seeing David cry was surreal and uncomfortable to watch, especially crushed up against him the way 
he was. And Roger was the reason he was doing so. He realized that he was still gripping his wrists with white 
knuckles and slowly loosened his hold, not quite releasing him yet. 

"Dave?" David shook his head, cheeks burning with shame. "Dave, l'm sorry." 


"Okay," Again he was attempting to sound calm through the gasps. "Okay, fine." 


"Dave." Roger released his wrists and they dropped limply by his sides. "I'm so sorry. | was being an utter 


cunt." 


"It doesn't matter." He pushed away Roger's arms when they tried to encircle his torso. 


"I think it does." He persisted and eventually David gave in and allowed himself to be held like some sort of 
injured animal. It didn't exactly fill him with pride but he had to admit that it was comforting, particularly being 
in these particular arms. "Dave, this'll probably be the last time | say this but you know that | care about you. 
A lot. And | could really give a shit less what you think of me." A final choked sob. Roger knew that David 


wouldn't reciprocate, at least out loud. 
| know that I look like a fucking idiot..." 


"Probably not as bad as | looked at the restaurant earlier." He nuzzled his neck and David smiled quietly, still 


shuddering a bit. 


"You looked pretty stupid" He agreed, hands slipping around his shoulders to find Roger's back. Why did this 
feel good? He should have been ashamed of himself, first for crying like that in front of that bastard, then 
for succumbing this way. The warmth of his skin through his t-shirt felt so natural against his palms and 
each lean muscle was more familiar than he would have liked to admit. 


Cunt 


Part twelve 


"There's fucking dust in my eyes." 
"But it looked wonderfull" 


The band had just run across the Pompeian landscape for the ninth time. It felt a litle silly initially but the 
second time around they were able to be slightly more enthused about it. Adrian, however, seemed to want as 
many takes as possible and it grew tedious very quickly. The sun was starting to set and despite the heat in 
the daytime it got quite cold by nightfall. Coupled with the dust blowing all over the place, Roger was nearly 
ready to pack it in. He'd rolled his turtleneck up over his nose to avoid breathing any of the stuff in, but it 
was still irritating his eyes quite a bit. 


"We're losing the light!" 


The dailies afterward were a little interesting. Everyone was quite impressed upon seeing their likenesses in 
real movie quality - a little surreal but interesting nonetheless. Roger silently mused that if Pink Floyd were 
staring in an actual film, he'd probably be cast as the sneaky villain. He rubbed his palm over his face and 
remembered that villains tended to have some outstanding ugly feature (like a huge conk.) David would clearly 
be the hero..if his stomach were perhaps firmer. Roger liked the slight pudge though - it was comfortable to 
rest his head on. He wondered what his own body felt like, all awkward and gangly and bony - when he held 
David it was probably like being embraced by death. 


Thats so fucking macabre. Hl have to use it sometime. 


Something no one could really overlook was the fact that the dailies were filled with shots of a bare-chested 


David. 
"Here, is the whole movie going to be like this?" asked Rick 


"There are going to be some..edits, yes." Adrian sounded quite forlorn. 


When they returned, Roger and David, still a little skittish around one another after the fight, made it up with 
a bath in the big, ornate tub. David was less-than-surprised to learn that Roger had never shared a bath or a 
shower with anyone before and was therefore determined to make his first time as pleasant as possible. 
They'd reverted back to their original agreement, though David was behaving significantly more lenient than 
before. Actually, things hadn't really gone how he'd planned anyway..if they had, Roger would still be on his 
hands and knees, kissing his feet, probably with a few welts across his back. It was a nice mental image but 
clearly that would be something they'd have to work up to - assuming that Roger would be willing to give it 
another try after the seven days were up. Tonight they'd have fun, though. Or at least he would. If Roger 


could actually find it in him to relax, David was sure that he'd enjoy himself as well. And as for... 


Roger's back was slick with frothy soap, David's callused hands working his tense shoulder blades deliciously. 
Roger couldn't help but feel relaxed by the massage, and not to mention being submerged in this lovely hot 
water. The mirror was steamed up with condensation and the air damp and heavy. It all made him feel so 
sleepy..if not for the hands gliding expertly over his back, he'd have sunk slowly into all that warm water and 
happily drowned. The soapy hands snaked around his body to lather up his chest, pulling him back against 
David's body. Fingers slid over his nipples, glided down his ribs. David shifted so that Roger could now definitely 
feel his raging hard-on pressed against his lower back. He brushed his lips against the wet tendrils of hair 
before nudging them aside and gently suckling the tender flesh of his neck 


Roger restrained himself from pushing David's hands lower. He was well-aware that it was all a tease and 
would lead up to nothing but he darent take any liberties. At least he knew that his tormenter was just as 
excited and he deliberately pushed back against his cock - David would have to do something, wouldn't he? But 
the guitarist kept his composure and continued to stroke his chest and belly, occasionally venturing down 


across his thighs and back again. He paused in his oral ministrations and pressed his lips to his ear instead. 
"Am | getting you worked up?" he murmured. Roger said nothing but groaned in frustration. "Am |, Roger?" 
"Yes, sir..." 


"Good. And since you've been so good today, you're going to have a very fun night" His hand paused just below 
his navel. "And so will |." 


"sir? May | speak, please?" 
"What is it, pet?" 
"Sir, may please | kiss you? Properly?" 


Roger wasn't sure how his request would be taken but he couldn't help but smile quietly when he felt a hand 
on his shoulder urging him to turn around. David's lips always looked so soft and inviting, but never as much 
as they did now, fixed in a typical impish grin. Roger didn't even bother to wait for him to make the first 
move and quickly seized them, overwhelmed as usual by their texture, supple and velvety. More delectable 
than any of the female mouths he'd tasted. Sometimes when they kissed, he liked to keep his eyes open, just 
to see David so sublime with his eyes closed. Or to watch the steel blue peering out from between half- 
lowered lips. A tongue slipped past his lips and Roger responded eagerly, pushing back with just as much force. 
God, he wanted him, he wanted him so badly it didn't matter whether he fucked David or David fucked him, 


just so long as one was inside the other. 
Dave..oh God, Dave.. 


The kiss abruptly stopped and Roger almost wanted to cry in frustration He needed to get off so badly it 


hurt..he needed proper intimate contact with Dave or he'd go mad..that fucking teasing smile. 


"I think you're ready. Get out and get dried off 


Part Thirteen 


Author's Notes: 
Gah, sorry about the obscenely long wait! 


The request to get dressed was slightly confusing to Roger but he was willing to comply nonetheless. 


A slippery, silky bundle of evergreen was tossed to him and with a sinking heart he realized what David was on 
about when he said wanted him to dress He stared wordlessly up at David from where he was seated on the 


bed. Wordless but quite a lot being conveyed through his expression, namely "you're fucking kidding me." 

"| liked the green It matches your eyes quite nicely. Don't you agree, pet?" When Roger didn't attempt to 
untangle the mess of fabric, he made a hurried sweeping gesture with his hand. "Go on, look at what I've picked 
for you." 

Hesitantly, Roger unfolded the garment and held it out at arms length to appraise it. It had been obvious that 
it was a dress. But this was a particular dress..a particularly short dress. The outer layer was a flowy sort of 
dark green silk, the under layer thin cotton of the same material. Short, slightly puffed little sleeves and an 
empire waist. A similarly colored satin ribbon encircled the area just below the where his breasts would be if 
he had any..oh, it was just getting too fucking weird! 

"You look less than enthused." 

l am, you fucking prat 

"But | think you'll find that it certainly allows for ease of movement. | quite enjoyed it" 

In spite of his annoyance and embarrassment, Roger could not help but acknowledge the jolt that traveled from 
his ears straight down to his cock. He had never thought about cross-dressing one way or the other but the 
thought of David in a short little flirty number like this... 

Phwoar! 


"Oh, | nearly forgot..." 


Roger was letting his mind drift over the image of Dave in his dress, bending ever-so slightly to expose just a 


bit of each perfectly-formed cheek and his- 


"Knickers." David dropped a pair into Roger's lap, the latter cursing himself for jinxing it. He didn't wait for 
David to chide him for not looking immediately, so he picked them up and was relieved to see that they weren't 


completely outrageous. Fairly simple white cotton knickers with a bit of lacy detail that Roger felt they could 


definitely have done without.. "I'll look away while you get ready. I'm a gentleman after all." 


David smiled cheekily and turned away, crossing his arms. Roger set the things down on the bed and stood up, 
eying them for a moment as though this were some sort of face off. Roger versus the frilly things. He 
decided to tackle the dress first, pulling it over his head and simply letting it fall into place. It was a good fit 
actually, though the trim of the sleeves was a little too tight. Pulling it down to a modest length was out of 
the question and he was feeling much too free in the none-too-confining material, so to that end he pulled the 
knickers on rather more quickly than he'd planned. At least (in spite of being a fucking abomination) they made 
him feel secure in the family jewels department. And they didn't feel funny or overly feminine - a bit like an 
exceptionally delicate pair of Y-fronts. 


"Finished?" 
"„yessi r." 


Roger couldn't look David in the eye when he turned around, so he stared down at his own bare feet instead. 
The chuckle that reached his ears stung a bit and he instinctively clutched his dress about the hem, tugging it 


down again. 


"You make an awfully ugly bird" Roger felt that familiar burning sensation in his cheeks but David closed the 
distance between them and took him firmly by the chin, forcing eye contact. "You make an ugly bird but a 
very, very tasty-looking Roger.” 


At that Roger gave a little half-smile and received a rather chaste kiss in return. 


"But | can't very well call you Roger right now, can |? Something a bit more feminine | think..ch, I've forgotten 


the shoes as welll" 


A bit of rummaging around the drawers and David produced a pair of lace-up sandals with prominent wedges. 
Roger prayed to God that he wouldn't be expected to walk around in the fucking things because just looking at 
them made his feet ache. Never before had he felt so much sympathy for the female race. He was instructed 
to sit on the edge of the bed and complied as usual, starting to reach for the shoes. 


"No, no." David knelt in front of him. "Allow me, Cinderella" 


Roger scowled a bit but offered his right foot anyway, leaning back on his hands. The dress rode up a bit when 
he did so but with David busy on the floor, Roger doubted he'd notice. 


"But back to your name.." He slipped the first shoe on gently, then started winding the ties around a 
delightfully slender ankle. "Rog..ina.” David made a face. "No, no..how about something with your first name 
then? There's ‘Georgia’, like ‘Sweet Georgia Brown." He made a bow, then set that foot down and moved onto 
the next. Roger found that he was enjoying this attention, though at the same time he couldn't help but 


wonder why the shoes fit so perfectly. Or the dress for that matter... 


"Then there's ‘Georgina’. That's quite pretty, but..no. Actually I've always been rather fond of ‘Georgette’. He 
wound the ties up quite slowly this time around, and with great concentration. "Yes, Georgette | think" When he 
was finished, he surveyed his work and ran an appreciative hand down Roger's leg, eyes glazing slightly. "You 


know, these make your calves look quite..." 


Roger sat waiting for a response, leaning up a little to stare down at David questioningly. The response came in 


the form of his leg being seized up and assaulted with rather ardent kisses. 
Okay, so Dave really seems fo lke my legs like this. Alright then, its better then..ohhh, Christies, no. 


He pressed his thighs tightly together and impulsively pulled his dress down once more because David's 
ravenous mouth seemed to be making a trek up toward his knee and then who knew where else. He left a trail 
of saliva as he went, kissing and lapping and suckling every inch of the taut skin of Roger's skinny left leg he 
could reach. Roger himself had to admit that his cock was yet again reacting but that didn't prevent him from 
keeping thighs tightly locked together when David had finished with his calves. That was pointless because they 
were wrenched apart just as quickly, the guitarist giving exceptional attention to the soft skin contained 
therein. He alternated between each, giving little love bites and hickeys to both warm inner thighs and Roger, 
though blushing madly at the thought of those fucking knickers being exposed, began to breathe heavily, 
praying that that mouth would reach his cock soon enough. 


But when the expanse of leg had been thoroughly worked, David paused and seemed to come to his senses. His 
eyes moved up to where Roger watched, his lips parted and face flushed and desperate. 


Please. 
That evil smile split David's face once more and his turned his attention to Roger's erection 
"A bit excited, aren't we, Georgette?" 


"Yes, sir.." Roger practically squeaked. David leaned in, closed enough that Roger could feel his hot breath 
through the fabric. 


"Should |?" 

Roger just nodded fervently, unable to tear his eyes away. A week ago, he'd simply have grabbed his lover by 
the hair, pushed his cock against those beautiful lips, and more often than not be given instant access to his 
warm, wet mouth. He gripped the comforter beneath him and David, ever so slowly, snaked his tongue out and 


dragged it leisurely along his inner thigh, stopping right at the border of his knickers. 


You tease! You horrible fucking tease! 


Roger whimpered, feeling his breath hitch in his throat when his band mate caught a bit of lace in his teeth 
and tugged ever so slightly, eyes boring up into his mischievously. 


Yes, yes, np the fucking things off with your mouth! | could really care less just STOP TEASING ME! 

David rolled his eyes to the side and moved his face away once more, playing pantomime unsure. 

"I think maybe we should wait. Women like their boundaries respected, don't they, Georgette?" 

YOU CUNT! 

"Yes, sir" Roger couldn't hide his frustration, eyes still pleading with David to be civil 

"| love when you look at me that way." He crawled onto the bed, forcing Roger to recline so he could slip 
between his legs and nuzzle his neck. "You'll get yours soon, pet. After | get mine." Roger gasped at the 
sharpness of teeth sinking into his tender flesh and responded by grasping at David's shoulders and wrapping 
his legs around his waist. David rocked his hips against Roger's which sent pleasurable jolts up both their 
bodies. Meanwhile his mouth moved up into his hair, then down to his ear, dipping his tongue inside while Roger 
eagerly thrust his hips back and groaned deliciously. 


"You're such a greedy little slut, aren't you?" 


"Yes, sir.." he moaned. David purred quite deliberately and between the stimulation down below and such a 


wonderful sound, it felt like he'd explode before David even got to "giving him his" 
"Are you going to be just as greedy with my cock in your mouth?" 

"Yossss" 

"Shall we move on, then?" 

Yes Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes 

ny" 


A knock on the door jerked Roger from his reverie and he stared up at David, knowing that he'd send away 
whatever bastard this was. 


"Hm." David didn't look concerned or surprised in the least. "Wonder who that could be?" 


